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EDITORIALS 

Our  heartiest  thanks  are  extended  to  YOU,  our  loyal 
supporters  of  the  Reflector,  to  our  capable  and  energetic 
staff  for  their  assistance  in  making  this  magazine  one 
of  the  best,  to  our  teachers  for  their  welcomed  advice 
and  assistance,  and  to  our  Principal,  Mr.  Orel  M.  Bean, 
for  his  cooperation  and  supervision  in  the  prepuaration 
or  this  Reflector. 

Editorial  Staff. 


A  SENIOR  LOOKS  AHEAD 

As  a  senior  graduates  from  high  school,  he  is 
accomplishing  what  was  once  considered  a  great  achieve¬ 
ment.  This  step  was  once  looked  upon  as  a  great 
milestone  in  life.  Now,  however,  the  picture  has 
greatly  changed,  and  that  which  was  once  so  great  an 
achievement  is  now  merely  a  foundation  for  our  further 
education,  skilled  training,  or  any  other  field  that  we 
may  choose  as  our  venture  in  life. 

If  the  graduate  plans  to  attend  college,  the  first  and 
most  important  problem  to  be  considered  is  that  of 
financing  the  college  tuition.  These  tuitions  have 
swelled  to  enormous  proportions,  until  today,  with  our 
high  cost  of  living,  it  is,  indeed,  a  difficult  task  for  a 
parent  to  put  his  son  or  daughter  through  college. 
This,  in  turn,  presents  the  alternative  of  working  while 
attending  college  to  help  defray  expenses  of  books, 
transportation  or  board,  and  tuition.  While  this  is 
fairly  common,  it  makes  it  very  difficult  for  the  student 
to  put  his  entire  efforts  into  his  college  work. 

Not  considering  the  financial  difficulty,  the  student 
is  also  faced  with  the  potential  problem  of  being  obliged 
to  do  some  military  service,  whether  through  the  draft 
or  a  \miversal  military  training  program. 

If  the  graduate  plans  to  enter  a  skilled  trade,  the 
conditions  in  the  various  fields  are  highly  favorable  at 
this  time,  since  labor  and  skilled  workmen  are  receiving 
higher  wages  than  ever  before  in  history.  Whatever 
problems  confront  the  graduate  if  he  compares  him¬ 
self  with  the  generations  before  him,  and  his  opportuni¬ 
ties  with  those  of  his  forefathers,  he  will  find  that,  in 
spite  of  his  apparent  problems  and  troubles,  he  is  very 
fortunate,  and  has  a  wonderful  opportunity  for  success 
in  life. 

Peter  Coccoluto,  ’51. 


FRIENDSHIP 

So  you  have  a  few  friends  and  do  not  have  to  read 
this.  Well,  instead  of  leaving  it  like  this,  let’s  stop 
and  put  a  little  thought  into  the  matter.  First,  the 


only  known  definition  of  a  friend  is  "a  person  that 
knows  all  about  you,  but  likes  you  just  the  same.”  In 
other  words,  the  only  way  to  have  a  friend  is  to  be  one: 
In  friendship  everything  relies  on  you  and  you  alone. 
You  can  make  friends,  and  you  can  break  friends. 
How  the  friendship  works  out  is  entirely  up  to  you. 

One  of  the  most  important  things  in  Friendship  is  the 
first  impression.  Most  people  judge  then  and  there  how 
deep  the  friendship  will  ever  be.  But,  people  never 
stop  to  think  that  when  you  dislike  a  person,  that  person 
can  sense  it,  and  in  a  short  time  the  feeling  will  be 
quite  mutual.  One  of  the  greatest  hurdles  in  life  is  to 
have  yourself  like  a  person  you  didn’t  like  before.  You 
have  to  first  adjust  yourself  and  then  show  the  other 
person  you  are  sincere. 

The  next  thing  to  think  about  is  after  you  have  made 
friends,  consider  your  actions  and  attitude,  on  the  whole. 
Are  you  willing  to  inconvenience  yourself  once  in  a 
while  for  the  other  person?  When  you  state  a  certain 
time  you’re  going  to  meet  a  person,  are  you  there? 
Dependability  can  make  a  beautiful  friendship  for 
anyone. 

The  third  thing  that  stands  out  is  the  little  "cliques” 
schools  are  so  likely  to  have.  When  a  new  student 
comes  to  the  school,  how  many  of  us  greet  him  as  a 
friend?  Or  rather,  how  many  laugh  and  make  a  fool 
of  him?  Schools  are  beginning  to  become  more  of  a 
"clique”  then  ever  before  because  of  the  attitude  of  a 
few  persons.  This  is  no  credit  to  the  school,  and,  least 
of  all,  to  us.  After  all,  you  may  be  in  the  same  boat 
yourself  some  day.  So  add  up  all  the  good  friends 
you  have  now,  and  see  how  many  more  you  can  have 
by  the  end  of  the  year. 

Dorothy  Hall,  ’51. 


TEENICIDE 

Recently,  in  our  school,  I  saw  the  moving  picture, 
Last  Date.  I  considered  myself  very  fortunate,  indeed, 
because  this  picture  really  brought  home  to  me  the 
importance  of  safe  driving.  Previously  when  I  was  out 
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riding  too  fast  with  boys  and  girls,  my  own  age,  I 
hestitated  to  warn  the  driver  for  fear  of  what  the  "kids” 
would  say.  Now,  after  seeing  this  picture,  I  will  not 
fail  to  tell  the  driver  to  operate  the  car  more  slowly 
when  he  or  she  passes  the  speed  limit. 

In  the  moving  picture  the  driver  of  the  car,  a  young 
boy,  lost  his  life  and  his  girl  companion’s  face  was 
scarred  for  life.  It  would  be  well  to  remember  this 
fact  when  we  are  with  someone  who  is  driving  too  fast; 
for  what  is  more  valuable  than  Life? 

Many  times  you  hear  boys  who  drive  rapidly  say, 
"Oh,  nothing  can  happen  to  me!"  It  can  and  will 
happen  unless  they  drive  safely. 

The  next  time  you  are  out  driving  with  someone  who 
is  speeding,  ask  yourself  these  two  questions:  "Do  I 
want  to  die?”  and  "Do  I  want  to  be  scarred  or  crippled 
for  life?”  If  your  answer  is,  "No,”  make  sure  you  do 
something  about  it. 

Eunice  Murphy,  ’51. 


THINK  BEFORE  YOU  REPLY 

Before  you  reply  to  some  of  the  questions  written 
here,  please  think  and  think  hard!  What  are  cheer¬ 
leaders  for?  Who  should  choose  them?  Who  should 
be  eligible? 

Every  spring,  the  school  becomes  excited  over  the 
fact  that  new  cheerleaders  have  to  be  chosen  for  the 
next  year’s  football  games.  The  first  thought,  "Whom 
shall  I  vote  for?”  is  accompanied  closely  by  other 
thoughts  of  "Who  is  my  friend?”  or  "Who  is  cute?”  or 
"Who  are  the  most  popular  girls?”  The  voting  is  over, 
the  cheerleaders  elected,  and  what  do  we  have?  Ten 
or  twelve  girls  who  are  popular,  cute,  or  have  personal¬ 
ity.  "Can  they  cheer?  Have  they  voices  that  can  be 
heard  above  the  noise  of  a  football  game?”  These 
questions  never  enter  the  heads  of  most  voters.  What 
are  cheerleaders  for?  To  cheer,  of  course.  To  lead 
the  grandstand  in  cheering  our  team  on  to  victory.  Do 
we  really  have  cheerleaders,  then,  or  do  we  have  the 
winner  in  a  "Popularity  Poll  and  Beauty  Contest?” 
Who  should  choose  the  cheerleaders?  The  girls  of 
our  school  best  express  themselves  at  gym,  where  we 
have  similar  athletics — shouting,  cheering.  Therefore, 
why  not  have  the  gym  teachers  select  those  who  have 
the  ability?  It  would  not  be  a  difficult  matter  to  have 
the  girls  prove  their  ability  by  "Try-Outs.”  Wouldn’t 
that  help  us  choose  good  cheerleaders?  It  is  a  common 
practice  in  other  schools. 

I  don’t  object  to  cute  or  just  nice  looking  cheer¬ 
leaders,  for  it  is  much  more  enjoyable  to  watch  cute, 
loud,  good,  cheerleaders,  then  a  group  of  average  look¬ 
ing,  loud,  good,  ones.  Any  girl  whose  marks  are 
passing  and  who  has  the  ability  should  be  eligible  for 
voting.  How  about  having  the  gym  teachers  pick  out 


some  with  ability  at  the  "Try-Outs,”  and  then  have  the 
school  vote  on  them? 

What  do  you  think?  Do  you  reali2e  what  has  been 
going  on?  Is  it  exactly  fair?  Incidentally,  if  we  must 
have  a  "Popularity  Poll  and  Beauty  Contest,”  why  don’t 
we  call  it  that,  instead  of  disguising  the  winners  under 
the  name  "cheerleaders?” 

Marjorie  Smith,  ’51. 


WHY  WON’T  SOME  BOYS  DANCE? 

Let’s  have  a  dance!  Let’s  have  a  dance!  Those  are 
the  cries  of  our  high  school  boys  and  girls.  Especially 
the  boys.  Then  comes  the  day  when  we  have  the  dance. 
Do  the  boys  dance?  Well,  if  they  do,  they  must  dance 
with  the  termites  under  the  floor,  because  I  don’t  see 
them  dancing.  Some  of  them  claim  that  they  don’t 
know  how  to  dance,  and  if  you  ask  them  to  learn  how, 
well,  that  is  just  like  asking  Joe  Stalin  for  the  right 
time.  Finally  they  are  persuaded  to  learn  how  to 
dance.  During  the  dance,  they  stand  around  until 
quarter  of  twelve  and  then  begin  to  dance.  But  why 
should  we  complain;  haven’t  we  danced  for  fifteen 
whole  minutes?  I  don’t  want  anyone  to  misunderstand 
me.  It  isn’t  that  all  of  the  boys  can’t  dance,  because 
there  are  quite  a  few  of  them  who  can,  but  it  would  be 
nice  if  they  would  pay  less  attention  to  the  termites, 
and  more  to  us  at  a  dance. 

Jane  Herd,  ’52. 


STOP!  LOOK!  LISTEN! 

As  I  stand  here  at  the  corner  of  high  school  and 
adult  life,  I  recall  many  happy  days  of  my  twelve  years 
of  school.  Slowly  the  realization  that  soon  I’ll  have 
to  leave  this  carefree  world  and  go  outside,  comes  to  me. 
Questions  about  colleges  and  professions  whirl  around 
in  my  mind. 

What  college  shall  I  go  to?  What  kind  of  work 
will  I  study  for?  Will  my  parents  be  able  to  pay  the 
tuition  for  the  college  of  my  choice?  Are  my  works 
up  to  the  necessary  standard?  Have  I  taken  the 
required  subjects?  I’m  going  to  have  to  meet  all  kinds 
of  problems  and  deal  with  all  kinds  of  people.  I  must 
make  some  plans.  This  one  time  I  cannot  lean  on  my 
parents;  I  must  decide  for  myself. 

This  happens  to  many  seniors.  They  wake  up  with 
a  start  when  it  is  almost  too  late  and  then  try  to  rush 
everything  together.  Consequently,  when  the  time 
arrives  for  them  to  go  into  business  for  themselves  or 
to  further  their  education,  they  are  not  satisfied  with 
the  arrangements  they  have  made. 

Don’t  let  this  happen  to  you.  Do  not  procrastinate 
— put  off  till  tomorrow  what  you  must,  for  your  own 
good,  do  today. 


Hazel  Batten.  '51. 
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OPPORTUNITY 

According  to  the  dictionary,  opportunity  means  fit  or 
convenient  time.  Might  I  ask  what  you  are  doing 
with  your  time?  Are  you  having  all  the  fun  you  can, 
rejecting  even  the  mere  thought  of  school?  Perhaps 
you  consider  homework  as  a  past  time  that  you  take  up 
when  there  is  nothing  else  around  to  do. 

Are  you  one  of  those  persons  opposed  to  kind  advice, 
to  all  teachers  and  rules?  Do  you  dislike  orderly  class¬ 
rooms,  considering  boisterious  noises  to  be  the  only 
merriment  in  the  school  building?  Do  you  believe  it 
smart  to  be  sullen-looking,  and  grouchy?  Perhaps  you 
want  to  be  dubbed  as  "The  Mystery”  or  the  "Split 
Personality.” 

I  don’t  mean  this  to  be  a  lecture  but  an  article  that 
will  make  you  reflea.  Don’t  you  realize  that  you  are 
now  forming  your  future?  Will  you  have  good  recom¬ 
mendations  for  it? 

Do  you  know  definitely  what  tomorrow  will  bring 
forth  for  you?  Now,  while  you  have  your  youth  you 
are  able  to  improve  yourself,  but  what  of  those  years  to 
come,  when  your  priceless  youth  has  vanished. 

Knowledge,  a  good  personality,  courtesy,  good  sports¬ 
manship  all  count  to  your  well-being,  believe  me. 

In  these  troubled  times  America  needs  sensible, 
well-informed  citizens  to  serve  her  interests  and  to  make 
this  a  prosperous  country.  You  are  to  have  great 
responsibilities  as  the  leaders  of  tomorrow;  you  must  be 
that  friendly,  cooperative,  person  that  I  have  spoken 
of.  Will  ,  you  be  prepared  to  carry  on  this  weight? 
Prepare  yourself  now.  Seize  your  opportunity. 

Athene  Gianacopolis.  ’51. 


WHAT  PRICE  POPULARITY? 

Take  a  look  around  you  and  see  what  type  of  person 
the  most  popular  boy  or  girl  is. 

Is  the  boy  popular  for  his  smoking,  drinking,  or  even 
petty  gambling?  In  most  cases  the  answer  is  "No.” 
Usually  the  most  popular  boy  is  one  who  is  full  of  good 
honest  fun,  respectful  to  his  elders,  friendly  to  everyone, 
a  good  student,  and  always  well  groomed. 

Observe  the  most  popular  girl.  Is  she  boisterous  or 
too  madeup  looking?  Does  she  smoke  or  dress  out- 
landishly?  My  idea  of  a  popular  girl  is  one  who  has  a 
good  sense  of  humor,  is  quiet  but  friendly,  dresses 
attractively,  doesn’t  smoke,  and  uses  a  minimum  of 
makeup. 

Some  students  think  that  you  must  smoke,  drink,  or 
gamble  to  be  popular.  If  you  practice  these  mistaken 
ideas,  I  guarantee  that  you  will  not  be  popular. 

Since  we  all  want  to  be  popular,  we  should  all  try  to 
turn  over  a  new  leaf.  Our  reward  will  come  when  we 
pass  by  some  students  and  one  of  that  group  says, 
"There  goes  the  most  popular  boy  or  girl  in  the  high 
school.”  Florence  Doherty,  ’51. 


THE  CRYSTAL  BALL 

Wouldn’t  it  be  fine  if  all  teenagers  could  look  into 
a  crystal  ball  and  see  what  the  future  holds?  If  it  was 
as  easy  as  that,  teenagers  really  would  have  fewer 
problems.  Just  think  how  many  situations  would  be 
ironed  out  if  it  was  as  simple  as  it  seems  to  our  grown¬ 
ups!  They  really  think  we  have  a  smooth  time  of  it. 
If  they  only  knew  how  important  those  little  problems 
were  to  us!  But  that  isn’t  so,  we  just  have  to  face  all 
the  situations  as  they  come  along,  with  as  much  ease  of 
mind  and  body  as  possible. 

Many  problems  present  themselves  before  you,  just 
as  they  do  before  every  boy  and  girl.  Don’t  feel  sorry 
for  yourself  and  have  that  everybody’s-picking-on-me 
feeling,  just  as  many  of  us  have.  That  is  not  the 
attitude  to  take.  You  are  just  one  in  a  whole  world 
of  teenagers,  having  just  about  the  same  problems  and 
trying  to  solve  them  the  same  round  about  way  you  are. 

I  think  you  will  find  the  solutions  to  most  of  your 
problems  if  you  take  a  good  look  around.  See  what 
other  people  have  done  about  the  same  problem,  and 
then  try  to  see  if  it  would  fit  into  your  life.  If  it  won’t, 
try  something  else. 

Make  someone  else’s  experience  save  you  the  trying 
time  of  learning  for  yourself.  You  will  find  you  can 
be  profited  by  other  people’s  mistakes  and  make  the 
whole  world  be  your  own  personal  crystal  ball. 

In  doing  this  you  will  more  than  likely  find,  as  1 
did,  that  the  fellow  next  to  you  has  more  problems 
than  you  do.  This  will  make  you  realize  that  your 
problems  are  small  and  will  iron  out  as  time  goes  on. 
If  you  try  to  do  something  nice  for  someone  else  while 
you  are  solving  your  problem,  you  will  find  that 
the  problem  will  almost  vanish. 

Irene  Renninson.  ’52. 


LIPSTICK 

It  seems  so  silly  and  there  is  so  much  destruction 
being  done,  by  girls  who  act  in  a  foolish  manner. 

I  don’t  know  what  their  standards  are,  but  they  can’t 
be  very  good  ones. 

The  problem  is  this:  and  many  of  you  have  had  it, 
"What  is  this  business  of  writing  on  the  walls  and 
panels  of  the  girls’  rooms  with  lipstick?”  I  can't  see  any 
sense  in  it  at  all.  It’s  usually  the  person  with  an 
extremely  low  intelligence  who  cannot  restrain  herself 
from  writing  her  name  on  the  wall  with  her  recent 
"heart-throb's”  name. 

Only  the  other  day  a  girl  got  it  on  her  clothes.  Many 
of  us  have  had  to  have  our  clothes  cleaned,  because  we 
have  leaned  up  against  the  wall.  Even  when  we  have 
them  cleaned,  we  some  times  find  that  the  lipstick 
won’t  come  off. 
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Let’s  be  sensible  about  it,  not  senseless.  Lets  keep  the 
lipstick  where  it  was  intended  to  be,  not  for  the  purpose 
of  smearing  it  all  over  walls  and  panels.  It’s  not  only 
for  the  sake  of  school  property,  but  for  the  people 
around  us  who  are  constantly  getting  it  on  their  school 
clothes.  Remember  we  have  paint  for  that  purpose! 

Jean  McKee,  '52. 


THERE  ARE  COLD  SHIPS 

"There  are  gold  ships, 

There  are  silver  ships, 

But  the  best  ship; 

Is  friendship.” 

How  many  times  have  you  read  this  in  a  friend’s 
autograph  book?  Or  maybe  you  have  written  it  your¬ 
self.  Did  you  know  what  you  were  writing?  There 
is  more  truth  to  this  little  jingle  than  poetry.  You 
know,  "A  friend  in  need  is  a  friend  indeed.” 

Just  what  is  the  meaning  of  friendship?  Does 
friendship  merely  provide  you  with  someone  to  go  to 
the  movies  with,  if  you  haven’t  a  date,  or  someone 
whose  homework  you  can  copy  when  you  went  out  the 
night  before  and  you  just  couldn’t  find  the  time  to  do 
it  yourself? 

Suppose,  for  instance,  that  a  friend  of  yours  was  ill 
and  was  to  be  in  the  hospital,  you  knew,  for  a  year, 
maybe  two?  On  a  nice  Sunday  afternoon  when  every¬ 
one  else  has  company,  but  due  to  circumstances  beyond 
their  control,  this  friend’s  parents  couldn’t  make  the 
trip  to  the  hospital,  would  you  make  the  arrangements 
for  a  trip  to  see  the  friend  so  she  wouldn’t  feel  that 
everyone  had  forgotten  her?  Or  would  you  say,  "Oh,  I 
just  can’t  stay  in  a  smelly  old  hospital  on  a  beautiful 
day  like  today!”  and  forget  all  about  it?  You  say 
you’ll  go  another  time,  but  will  you  really  "get  around” 
to  it,  or  just  keep  putting  it  off?  And  when  your  friend 
finally  did  return  home  (if  you  hadn’t  forgotten  her) 
would  you  make  profuse  excuses  as:  "Oh,  I  just 
couldn’t  find  time — I  was  busy”  and  proceed  to  relate 
all  your  doings? 

Would  you  consider  putting  in  a  few  hours  two  or 
three  afternoons  a  week  to  write  a  letter  or  a  note,  so 
that  the  friend  will  have  some  mail  at  those  "all  impor¬ 
tant”  hours — 10  a.  m.  and  3  p.  m.?  There  is  nothing 
like  a  cheerful  note  or  letter  coming  from  home  to  a 
person  in  a  hospital.  There  is  always  a  contest  to 
see  who  gets  the  most  mail,  and  each  letter  is  a  trea¬ 
sured  possession. 

If  you  get  to  read  this  far,  please  think  it  over.  Are 
you  a  true  and  loyal  friend  or  a  fair  weather  one?  Be 
true  and  loyal  if  it  hurts — believe  me,  experience  has 
taught  me  that  it  pays! 

Audrey  Worley,  ’51. 


BITE  THAT  TONGUE!! 

Did  you  ever  wish  you  could  bite  off  your  tongue? 
Have  you  ever  wondered  why  the  floor  didn’t  open  so 
you  could  fall  through  it?  If  you  are  at  all  human, 
you  must  have  had  one  of  these  feelings  at  some  time 
or  another  when  you  have  said  something  you  did  not 
mean  to  say.  It  is  a  very  natural  trait  that  makes  people 
speak  first  and  think  second. 

Most  of  the  time  you  probably  will  be  safe  in  saying 
whatever  comes  into  your  head  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  because  it  will  be  the  right  thing  to  say;  but 
think  of  that  one  time  out  of  about  fifty  when  you 
make  the  wrong  comment.  You  may  not  have  meant 
to  say  it,  but  once  it  is  said  there  is  no  way  to  undo 
the  hurt  it  may  have  caused. 

Everyone  has  his  feelings  hurt  momentarily  some¬ 
time,  so  you  know  how  it  feels  when  some  one  answers 
you  without  thinking.  It  would  be  easier  to  stop  for 
just  one  second  while  conversing  with  a  friend  than  to 
spend  time  in  being  sorry  for  what  you  have  said.  To 
hurt  someone’s  feelings  is  unforgivable  if  a  moment’s 
thought  could  have  prevented  it. 

Of  course  anyone  who  cannot  take  some  kidding  in 
his  stride  is  not  much  of  a  person.  No  one  should 
take  to  heart  anything  that  is  said  in  jest,  but  anyone 
who  has  any  feelings  will  be  hurt  by  a  remark  made 
seemingly  in  earnest  against  him.  Anyone  will  appre¬ 
ciate  a  friend  who  could  never  be  accused  of  unthought¬ 
fulness,  so  why  not  strive  to  be  that  kind  of  friend. 
I’ll  try — won’t  you? 

Frances  Foley,  ’52. 

•  7 


DO  GIRLS  NEED  AN  EDUCATION? 

This  is  a  problem  that  is  very  popular  with  most 
boys.  I  happened  to  be  sitting  in  a  restaurant  one  day 
when  I  heard  a  boy  talking  to  another.  "Do  you  know 
that  Mary  is  graduating  from  college  this  year?”  he 
said.  The  other  boy  replied,  "That’s  all  right,  she’s 
getting  married  pretty  soon  so  there’s  four  years  of 
wasted  life.” 

That  set  me  thinking.  There  are  twenty-seven  girls 
in  my  section  in  school,  and  they  are  all  studying  to  be 
secretaries.  When  they  graduate  in  June,  they  may 
register  at  a  business  school. 

The  problem  is  that  sooner  or  later,  half,  if  not  all 
of  them  will  be  married  and  will  have  been  forced  to 
leave  work.  What  good  will  all  that  knowledge  be  to 
them  if  they  are  going  to  be  housewives?  Well,  there 
are  all  the  arguments  against  a  girl  obtaining  an  educa¬ 
tion,  but  there  are  just  as  many  for  it,  if  not  more. 

In  the  case  of  a  girl’s  going  to  college,  she  might 
have  intentions  of  being  a  teacher  and  not  getting 
married.  All  in  all,  I  myself  know  that  a  girl  must  have 
an  education.  They  get  married!  Then  what!  A 


The  Reflector,  Woburn  Senior  High  School 


7 


man  isn't  a  machine;  he  can  break  down  from  overwork, 
or  have  an  accident,  or  even  death  may  claim  him.  The 
wife  then  would  be  forced  to  go  out  and  work  to  carry 
on.  If  the  wife  did  not  have  an  education,  what  would 
happen  to  the  family?  The  girl  must  have  an  educa¬ 
tion  to  guide  her  own  children  and  teach  them  right 
from  wrong. 

There  are  the  arguments  for  and  against  a  girl’s 
education.  What  do  you  think? 

Richard  Murphy,  ’51. 


THE  SENSE  OF  HUMOR 

A  sense  of  humor  is  a  splendid  thing  to  have,  but 
you  must  know  how  to  use  it.  It  is  certainly  not  humor 
to  laugh  at  every  trifling  remark,  or  to  raise  silly  objec¬ 
tions  constantly  while  others  are  having  a  serious  dis¬ 
cussion. 

The  person  with  a  real  sense  of  humor  knows  how 
to  give  a  clever  little  twist  to  whatever  he  says,  and 
knows  how  to  put  personality  behind  the  most  innocent 
remarks.  He  is  pleasant,  light,  gay,  but  he  is  never, 
under  any  circumstances,  unkind  or  malicious.  He 
does  not  attempt  to  be  witty  at  the  expense  of  someone 
else,  whether  that  someone  is  present  or  not. 

Wit  is  dangerous  unless  one  is  a  master  in  the  art. 
All  too  often,  the  witty  remark  carries  with  it  a  sting 
that  may  win  a  few  smiles  but  loses  a  friend.  No  one 
should  ever  be  wounded  in  conversation,  not  even  in 
jest.  It  is  a  poor  joke  that  causes  another’s  discomfort 
or  unhappiness. 

Look  for  the  joy  and  the  sunshine  of  life,  rather  than 
the  gloom  and  the  shadows.  Do  nothing  that  will 
hurt  any  one’s  feelings;  say  nothing  that  will  cause 
anyone  pain.  Try  to  scatter  a  little  happiness,  and  in 
return  you  yourself  will  be  happier  and  make  friends 
wherever  you  go. 

‘  Mary  Rogan,  ’52. 


LET’S  BRING  BACK  THE 
REFRESHMENTS! 

A  few  months  ago  we  were  all  pleasantly  surprised 
when  we  found  tonic  was  sold  in  the  cafeteria.  Every¬ 
one  was  just  getting  to  enjoy  it  when  all  of  a  sudden  it 
was  stopped,  and  all  that  was  being  sold  was  milk. 

I  know  that  milk  is  good  for  you  and  you  should 
drink  it  everyday,  but  we  do  like  to  have  some  tonic 
once  in  a  while.  Maybe  there  are  some  pupils  who 
would  rather  have  milk  than  tonic  but  what  about  us 
pupils  who  prefer  a  nice  cool  drink  of  tonic  once  in 
awhile?  As  some  pupils  prefer  milk  to  tonic  and  some 
tonic  to  milk,  why  not  have  both?  Then  everyone 
would  be  pleased  and  satisfied. 


Even  if  we  can’t  have  it  in  the  cold  months,  it  would 
sure  be  appreciated  in  the  warm  months  of  the  school 
year. 

So  again  I  say,  "Let’s  get  going  and  have  back  this 
refreshment  at  lunch  time.” 

Jane  Connolly,  ’52. 


SPORTSMANSHIP 

In  just  about  every  game  there  must  be  a  loser. 
There  are  two  different  kinds  of  losers:  the  person  who 
takes  defeat  easily,  called  the  good  sport,  and  the  person 
who  cannot  take  defeat,  called  the  poor  sport. 

Many  good  athletes  lose  their  ability  to  play  a 
certain  game  because  of  their  inability  to  take  defeat 
along  with  victory.  The  poorer  athlete  enjoys  the  game 
much  more  because  of  his  ability  to  be  a  good  sport. 
This  does  not  mean  that  the  good  athlete  is  a  poor  loser. 
There  are  many  good  athletes  who  are  good  sports. 

One  of  the  best  ways  to  make  life  easier  and  live 
happily  is  to  be  a  good  sport  in  everything  you  do. 
The  good  sport  always  gets  along. 

George  Wells,  ’52. 


SPORTS 

When  anyone  writes  on  sports,  he  never  thinks  to 
write  on  the  girl’s  side  of  the  picture.  Whether  any¬ 
one  thinks  of  it  or  not,  those  prefect  ladies  sometimes 
like  to  play  at  sports.  If  you  think  that  boys  are 
rough,  you  should  drop  into  the  girl’s  gym  some  after¬ 
noon  and  watch  the  girls  knock  each  other  around. 
Some  of  them,  no  doubt,  could  out-do  our  football 
players. 

Have  you  ever  noticed  the  sports  the  girls  participate 
in  after  the  regular  school  day?  There  are  quite  a  few: 
bowling,  badminton,  basketball,  and  field  hockey  which 
is  good  for  the  girls  who  really  like  to  play  vigorously. 

Miss  Higgins  and  Miss  Doherty  present  many  oppor¬ 
tunities  for  girls  who  want  to  have  fun  and  make  some 
lasting  friends. 

How  about  supporting  the  girls  teams  of  Woburn 
High?  Believe  me,  they  would  appreciate  a  good 
word  once  in  a  while.  The  next  time  that  you  hear  a 
girls’  team  is  having  a  game,  go  down  and  watch  for  a 
little  while.  You  may  be  surprised. 

Irene  Renninson,  ’52. 


CURFEWS 

Do  you  have  a  special  "curfew”  set  at  your  home? 
Does  your  mother  say  as  you  leave  for  that  special  date, 
"Be  in  at  a  certain  time?”  And  do  you  answer,  "Yes, 
Mother,”  or  do  you  argue  your  way  out  of  the  curfew 


8 


The  Reflector,  Woburn  Senior  High  School 


and  make  it  an  hour  later  than  the  original  setting  of 
the  time? 

First  of  all,  what  does  the  dictionary  say  about  this  small 
word  which  means  so  much  to  us  teenagers  of  today? 
The  definition  is  plain  and  simple  and  requires  really 
no  thought  at  all.  It  reads,  "The  ringing  of  a  bell  for 
children  to  come  off  the  streets.”  Now,  of  course,  we 
are  considered  more  than  a  mere  child,  I  hope,  to  our 
parents  or,  in  fact,  to  anyone.  I’m  all  for  trying  to 
wiggle  my  way  out  of  a  curfew  set  for  me;  that  is,  if 
that  special  beau  is  with  me. 

Let  me  tell  you  an  experience  that  happened  to  a 
dear  friend  of  mine.  This  particular  Saturday  night 
date  came,  and  she  had  waited  so  long  to  go  out  with 
him.  But  the  night  before  she  came  in  late  and  her 
mother  set  a  curfew  for  her,  without  any  arguments. 
She  finally  decided  to  do  what  her  mother  said  and 
to  arrive  home  at  that  specified  time,  although  she 
hated  it.  The  next  day  she  told  me  that  her  mother 
was  quite  pleased  with  her  and  from  now  on  can  set  a 
curfew  she  thinks  is  all  right  with  approval  from  the 
parents. 

I  think  that  is  a  good  lesson  on  my  topic  of  curfews. 
There  isn’t  much  more  to  be  said  on  this  subject.  But 
let  us  try  to  be  fair  and  square  to  both  sides — your 
parents,  who  worry  over  you,  and  your  beau  who  also 
likes  that  special  Saturday  night  date. 

Florence  Bezzati,  ’51. 


TEENAGERS  AND  THEIR  WORLD 
PROBLEMS 

The  biggest  problem  I  have,  and  I  think  I  share  it 
with  many  other  teenagers,  is  the  conditions  in  the 
world.  Most  "kids”  my  age  have  heard  of  nothing 
but  war;  we  have  lived  through  one  war  which  was 
declared  December  7,  1941,  when  the  Japaneese  per¬ 
formed  a  sneak  attack  at  Pearl  Harbor.  Now  we  are 
engaged  in  another  war  in  a  place  called  Korea,  in 
which  our  men,  brothers,  fathers,  and  sweethearts  are 
participating,  wondering  whether  or  not  they  will  return 
to  the  States. 

If  and  when  we  have  World  War  111,  many  of  the 
boys  who  are  now  in  high  school  will  want  to  defend 
their  country,  and  would  like  to  find  out  what  the  one 
true  word  they  want  to  hear,  liberty,  feels  like. 

This  war  has  brought  about  a  lot  of  heartbreak  and 
bloodshed.  You  have  to  face  the  fact  that  there  will 
be  lots  more,  and  no  matter  how  much  people  want  to 
be  rid  of  those  "isms”,  as  long  as  this  world  exists  there 
will  be  disagreements,  weapons,  and  death. 

The  females  will  be  affected  by  this  also.  Some  of 
these  high  school  girls  who  don’t  even  know  what 
work  is,  will  then  experience  it  by  working  in  defence 


plants  making  ammunitions.  Not  only  will  teenagers 
have  this  problem,  it  will  be  everyone’s. 

Karyl  Bryan,  ’51. 


GOOD  MANNERS 

To  a  certain  extent  good  manners  are  a  part  of  one’s 
character.  A  person  may  make  a  slip  in  etiquette  and 
yet  not  be  guilty  of  really  bad  manners. 

Knowledge  of  the  correct  thing  to  do  in  any  circum¬ 
stances  helps  all  of  us  to  save  ourselves  and  others  from 
embarrassment  and  unhappiness  in  daily  living. 

Much  that  is  merely  proper  today  was  a  matter  of 
life  or  death  in  former  times;  when  a  man  might  be 
run  through  on  the  spot  for  his  failure  to  show  respect 
to  his  betters.  In  these  days  bad  manners  are  fatal  in 
a  different  way.  They  are  fatal  because  they  stamp 
us  as  ignorant  or  boorish,  while  good  manners  show 
more  than  knowledge  of  how  to  behave.  They  show 
kindness,  respect  for  the  feelings  of  others,  and,  above 
all,  tolerance. 


We  have  obtained  a  card  from  the  office  called, 

"Essentials  of  a  Good  Citizen;”  let  us  abide  by  these  few 

but  important  rules. 

Cooperation-,  the  act  of  working  together  smoothly 
in  the  pursuit  of  common  well-being. 

Initiative :  the  ability  to  see  what  should  be  done  and 

to  plan  how  it  should  be  done. 

Tolerance :  the  practice  of  understanding  beliefs  and 
habits  different  from  your  own. 

Industry,  steady  attention  to  work. 

Zeal-,  eagerness  in  pursuing  a  cause  or  an  objective 
which  aids  the  cause  of  humanity. 

Enthusiasm-,  strong  feeling  for  a  cause  or  way  of  life. 
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Nobility,  commanding  moral  worth. 

Service',  performance  of  labor  for  others,  supplying 
the  needs  of  others. 

Honesty :  fairness,  straightforwardness  of  action  and 
thinking. 

Idealism:  the  practice  of  forming  ideals  and  of 
living  under  their  influence. 

Persistence:  the  power  of  continuing  a  course  of  action 
despite  difficulties. 

Marilyn  Pierce,  ’53. 


GET  GOING,  GUYS! 

The  dance  has  been  going  on  for  about  a  half  hour 
when  you  walk  in  all  dressed  up  in  your  best  bib  and 
tucker.  You  stand  at  the  door,  look  around,  and  spot 
a  secluded  chair  away  in  a  corner.  You  make  a  beeline 
for  the  chair,  sit  down,  get  settled,  and  you’re  there  for 
the  rest  of  the  night. 

No  girl  likes  to  sit  around  all  night,  watching  others 
have  all  the  fun.  Girls  go  because  they  expect  to  have 
a  good  time  dancing.  It’s  maddening  to  come  and  see 
all  the  boys  sitting  around  like  a  museum  of  mummies, 
and  this  does  not  make  an  impression  on  any  girl. 

There  is  no  excuse  for  not  dancing  because  if  you 
don’t  know  how  someone  will  be  willing  to  teach  you. 
Instead  of  taking  Mary  or  Alice  out  to  a  movie  on 
Saturday  night,  you  could  go  over  to  her  house  and  dance 
to  records.  You  will  be  saving  money,  and  at  the  same 
time  having  a  good  time. 

To  be  a  hero  on  the  dance  floor,  there  are  some  simple 
rules  to  follow.  For  instance,  as  you  are  sitting  in 
your  corner  you  notice  that  new  girl,  Jane,  is  dancing 
with  John.  As  the  night  wears  on  you  see  that  he  asks 
her  for  every  dance.  He  seems  to  be  having  a  good 
time,  but  take  a  look  at  Jane.  She  looks  rather  down 
in  the  mouth  at  the  end  of  the  fifth  or  sixth  straight 
dance.  He  would  do  better  to  ask  another  girl  for  a 
change  and  give  Jane  a  rest.  She  wants  a  chance  to 
dance  with  someone  else  once  in  a  while. 

Most  boys  remark  that  they  can’t  think  of  anything 
to  say  while  dancing.  If  this  is  your  case,  then  just 
don’t  say  anything.  The  first  time  you  are  dancing 
with  a  strange  girl  introduce  yourself,  and  tell  her 
where  you  come  from.  If  you  know  her,  then  just 
make  a  few  comments  or  carry  on  a  short  conversation; 
if  she  is  willing,  she  will  take  it  up  from  there.  A 
girl  would  rather  dance  in  silence  than  have  to  listen 
to  someone  prattling  about  nothing  while  he  is  tripping 
over  everyone’s  feet,  including  hers. 

Barbara  Lynch,  ’52. 


CHOOSING  A  CAREER 

We,  as  teenagers,  are  facing  one  of  the  most  difficult 
decisions  in  life — choosing  a  career.  Most  of  us  take 
a  spare-time  job  for  some  of  the  following  reasons: 
because  our  friends  think  we  should,  because  the  job 
sounds  interesting,  because  there  is  an  economic  neces¬ 
sity,  or  simply  because  it  seems  the  most  convenient 
thing  to  do.  Yet  after  working  in  that  position  for 
only  a  short  time,  many  of  us  find  it  boring  and  com¬ 
pletely  inadequate  to  our  needs. 

We  all  know  people  who  have  chosen  their  life’s 
occupation  in  this  same  way  and  for  the  rest  of  their 
lives  remained  disatisfied  and  restless.  We  must  avoid 
making  this  same  mistake. 

How  can  we  avoid  it?  First  of  all,  we  should  take 
into  consideration  not  only  our  abilities  but  also  our 
disabilities.  What  we  can’t  do  is  important,  for  in 
many  jobs  we  might  have  one  of  the  requirements  but 
not  have  the  most  important  ones.  We  should  ask  our¬ 
selves  the  following  questions,  which  are  a  few  of  the 
many  found  in  vocational  tests:  Have  we  a  pleasing 
personality?  Have  we  finger  dexterity?  Have  we  a 
good  memory  or  are  we  observing? 

To  these  questions  we  all  have  our  individual  ans¬ 
wers  because  what  might  be  right  for  one  person  may  be 
wrong  for  another.  Certainly,  if  we,  while  in  high 
school,  take  aptitude  and  vocational  tests,  we  will 
become  properly  informed  and  prepared  to  select  the 
profession  best  for  us. 

Dorothy  Dobbins,  ’51. 


THE  CLOTHES  PROBLEM 

I'll  wager  that  there  isn’t  one  girl  in  the  school  who 
hasn’t  a  clothes  problem.  What  shall  I  wear!  It’s  a 
great  big  problem  but  it's  always  the  same.  However, 
you  might  make  a  small  change  in  that  wardrobe  of 
yours  and  be  a  lot  more  contented. 

Let’s  take  the  belt  problem  first.  If  you  are  tall, 
wear  a  wide  belt  by  all  means;  but  if  you’re  petite,  wear 
it  at  your  own  risk.  Remember  a  thin  belt  can  be  just 
as  pretty. 

Skirts  and  sweaters  have  always  been  popular  but 
keep  them  fresh  and  clean  looking. 

Now  to  the  pleasingly  plump.  So  you  want  to  wear 
skirts  and  sweaters  and  belt!  Do  so,  by  all  means,  but 
be  careful.  Wear  a  plain  colored  skirt,  not  too  wide  a 
belt;  and  you  should  be  able  to  sacrifice  wearing  a 
sweater.  Don  a  neat  white  tailored  blouse.  It  will 
look  just  as  nice. 

You’ll  have  a  lot  of  enjoyment  wearing  different 
accessories  with  your  wardrobe.  Sometimes  there  is 
a  great  improvement. 

No  matter  how  you  arrange  your  wardrobe,  neatness 
comes  first.  You  may  have  the  greatest  designers, 
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latest  creations,  but  without  a  cleaning  once  in  a  while 
or  a  little  ironing  there  is  no  point  in  having  nice 
clothes. 

Now  girls,  spare  that  morning  headache,  "What  have 
I  to  wear?”  and  make  a  few  changes  in  that  wardrobe 
of  yours. 

Pauline  Verrecchy,  ’51. 


DON’T  BE  A  “THUMB-WAGCER” 

"Thumb-wagger”  is  the  name  given  to  a  person  who 
begs  a  ride  in  an  automobile.  "Thumb-waggers”  are 
too  miserly  to  spend  carfare  to  ride  in  a  trolley  and, 
though  most  of  them  need  the  exercise  of  a  good  walk, 
they  are  too  lazy  to  take  it. 

Boys  and  girls  who  beg  rides  in  some  passing  car  are 
very  unwise.  Rarely  do  they  know  what  kind  of  per¬ 
son  the  driver  is.  He  may  be  wholly  reliable,  but  some¬ 
times  he  is  not.  In  our  newspapers  we  often  read  of 
the  kidnapping  of  a  young  person  who  has  made  himself 
or  herself  an  easy  prey  by  begging  for  a  ride.  Many 
drivers  are  reckless,  and  both  driver  and  passenger  may 
be  seriously  injured  in  an  accident. 

Another  danger  to  which  "Thumb-waggers”  subject 
themselves  is  that  of  being  hit  by  an  unsuspecting  driver 
or  an  unexpected  car.  Besides,  boys  and  girls  who  stand 
in  the  street  or  on  the  side  of  the  road  are  a  menace  to 
traffic.  Often  a  car  is  smashed  and  the  driver  injured 
by  being  forced  to  swerve  quickly  to  one  side  to  avoid 
striking  a  "Thumb-wagger.” 

Young  people  who  loiter  about  the  street  corners 
begging  for  rides  are  certainly  no  credit  to  the  school 
that  they  attend  or  to  the  community  in  which  they 
reside.  They  injure  the  reputation  of  their  school  and 
their  home.  They  are  undesirable  citizens.  Let  us, 
therefore,  stay  away  from  or  try  to  stop  "Thumb- 
waggers”  and  either  use  our  own  good  legs  or  ride 
honestly  in  a  street  car. 

Russell  Catania.  ’52. 


OUR  PRAYER 

Over  the  earth  there  hovers  a  dark  and  murky  cloak, 
from  which  reeks  a  strange  and  foul  odor.  This  odor 
signifies  the  horror,  the  hunger,  and  the  bloodshed  of 
war. 

We  are  asking  You,  Divine  Lord,  for  a  light  which 
will  pierce  this  cloak.  Let  this  light  shine  upon  and 
glorify  those  who  desire  and  will  promote  World  Peace. 
Let  this  light  point  out  to  the  world  all  tyrants  and 
instigators  that  it  may  be  crucified  of  war,  so  let  this 
light  be  magnified  a  thousand  fold,  until  it  has  kindled 
itself  into  a  blazing  fire,  which  will  beam  and  obliterate 
from  the  face  of  the  earth  all  the  guns  and  weapons 
which  have  previously  caused  so  much  bloodshed. 


Show  us  this  light,  quickly,  before  we  find  ourselves 
hurled  into  the  raving  whirlpool  of  war,  where  we  may 
find  ourselves  drowning  in  the  blood  of  our  neighbor. 

Guide  us  rightly;  so  that  we  may  walk  arm-in  arm, 
with  our  fellow  man,  up  the  path  which  leads  to  an 
eternal  WORLD  PEACE.  —AMEN. 

Anastasia  Finnegan, 


THE  GIRLS  FROM  HEADACHE  HIGH 
ALIBI  AGNES 

ALIBI  AGNES  is  a  chronic  "crocodile-tear”  shedder. 
Aggie’s  the  first  one  in  the  room.  She  parks  her  books 
and  starts  rustling  through  them.  Four  or  five  friends 
drift  in,  but  Aggie  ignores  them  as  her  search  becomes 
more  frantic.  When  that  final  buzz  is  about  thirty 
seconds  away,  Aggie  rushes  up  to  the  desk,  "Miss  Brady,” 
she  crys,  "Miss  Brady,  I  can’t  find  my  theme!  I’ve 
looked  and  looked  and  looked.  I  spent  two  hours 
recopying  it  last  night,  and  I  haven’t  got  it.  I  must  have 
left  it  on  my  desk  at  home.  Gee,  Miss  Brady,  you  won’t 
count  it  late,  will  you?” 

JUGGLING  JUDY 

JUGGLING  JUDY  is  a  French-in-Chem — Math-in- 
English  —  Chem-in-French  —  English-in-Math  doer. 
Know  her?  It  shouldn’t  take  much  time  to  see  that 
this  procedure  doesn’t  pay.  The  usual  classroom  pat¬ 
tern  is  to  check  the  previous  day’s  lesson  and  to  lay  the 
groundwork  for  the  days  ahead.  But  good  old  Judy  is 
too  busy  doing  today’s  math  to  get  started  on  tomor¬ 
row's  English.  By  the  time  she’s  ready  to  tackle  the 
English,  it  will  be  too  late  to  ask  questions. 

COPY  RIGHT  CAROLINE 

COPY-RIGHT  CAROLINE  lets  Jimmy  do  it.  Jimmy 
may  benefit  from  the  extra  practice;  Caroline  gains 
nothing.  She  can  copy  the  homework  and  turn  in  a 
perfect  paper  daily,  but  she  flunks  her  tests.  Borrowing 
someone  else’s  brains  only  causes  her  own  to  drop  dead 
from  disuse. 

LOCKER-ITIS  LUCY 

LOCKER-ITIS  LUCY’S  weakness  isn’t  a  fatal  one 
that  will  keep  her  from  passing,  but  her  nuisance  value 
is  high.  If  she  has  her  literature,  she’s  forgotten  her 
grammar;  if  she  has  her  books,  she’s  left  her  exercises 
in  her  locker.  Lucy  is  a  pretty  exasperating  character. 

GIMME  GERTIE 

GIMME  GERTIE  is  Lucy’s  first  cousin  in  inefficiency. 
She  doesn’t  even  keep  her  tools  in  her  locker.  So  it’s 
"Jeanne,  gimme  a  pencil;  Paul,  lend  me  your  pen; 
Joanne,  I  need  some  paper.”  No  one  wants  to  refuse 
her.  But  that  doesn’t  keep  one  from  thinking:  "Buy 
your  own;  I  bought  mine!” 
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EAGER  EADIE 

EAGER  EADIE  knows  all  the  answers;  that’s  the 
trouble.  She’s  an  unintentional  limelight-hogger. 
She  lacks  the  all  important  balance  wheel,  tact.  Eadie 
needs  to  learn  to  withdraw  into  the  background  and  let 
others  show  what  they  can  do. 

Helen  Lombard,  ’51. 


JEAN  VALJEAN 

Les  etudiants  de  la  classe  de  franfais  lisent  un  livre 
tres  interessant.  J’aimerais  vous  raconter  quelquechose 
de  ce  livre. 

C’est  une  histoire  de  Jean  Valjean;  un  homme  qui 
n’avait  jamais  eu  l’occasion  de  vivre  une  vie  heureuse. 
Envoye  a  une  prison  pour  dix-neuf  ans  parce  qu’il  a 
vole  un  pain,  cet  homme  etait  poursuivi  jusqu’a  sa  mort. 
En  quittant  la  prison,  il  a  change  son  nom  et  a  com¬ 
mence  une  nouvelle  vie.  II  est  devenu  riche  et  etait 
aime  par  tout  le  monde,  mais  un  agent  de  police  qui 
n’a  pas  aime  Jean  Valjean  l’a  toujours  poursuivi.  Cet 
homme  a  revele  sa  vraie  vie  et  son  nom  devant  tout  le 
monde  qui  l’a  aime.  Jean  Valjean  est  parti  encore  une 
fois  a  une  autre  ville. 

Je  vous  ai  raconte  la  premiere  partie  de  la  belle 
histone.  J’ai  essaye  de  vous  donner  une  idee  du  plaisir 
que  Ton  peut  avoir  dans  une  classe  de  frangais. 
Cette  histoire  vous  enseigne  aussi  beaucoup  de  lemons. 
N’aimeriez-vous  pas  lire  ce  livre? 

Anne  Barrasso,  ’51. 


FRENCH  TRANSLATION 

The  students  of  the  French  class  are  reading  a  very 
interesting  book.  I  would  like  to  tell  you  something 
about  this  book. 

It  is  the  story  of  Jean  Valjean,  a  man  who  never  had 
the  opportunity  to  live  a  happy  life.  Sent  to  a  prison 
for  19  years  because  he  stole  a  loaf  of  bread,  this  man 
was  pursued  until  his  death.  On  leaving  the  prison  he 
changed  his  name  and  began  a  new  life.  He  became 
rich  and  loved  by  all,  but  a  policeman  who  never  liked 
Jean  Valjean  always  followed  him.  This  man  revealed 
his  true  life  and  his  name  before  all  who  loved  him. 
Jean  Valjean  went  again  to  another  city. 

I  have  told  you  the  first  part  of  this  beautiful  story. 
I  have  tried  to  give  you  an  idea  of  the  pleasure  one  can 
have  in  a  French  class.  This  story  also  teaches  you 
many  lessons.  Wouldn’t  you  like  to  read  it? 

Anne  Barrasso,  ’51. 
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CURTAIN  TIME 

Call  it  fate,  if  you  will,  but  to  at  least  five  persons 
present  at  this  "First  Nighter”  it  was  a  piece  of  good 
luck,  brought  about  by  a  most  amazing  set  of  circum¬ 
stances.  You  would  hardly  call  it  good  luck  to  have 
a  perfectly  wonderful  sleigh  ride  suddenly  come  to  a 
disasterous  end,  but  that’s  exactly  what  happened. 

Uncle  Jerry  had  been  promising  Sue  and  Kathy  a 
sleigh  ride  at  the  first  opportunity.  So  on  Washington’s 
birthday,  Sue’s  favorite  uncle  arrived  with  the  best  news 
the  girls  had  had  in  a  long  time. 

"Come  on,  gang,  pack  your  grub  and  travel  north 
with  me!  Where  I  come  from  there’s  plenty  of  snow. 
I  always  keep  a  promise — you’ll  get  your  sleigh  ride,  by 
gum,  and  I’ll  have  you  back  in  plenty  of  time  for  school 
on  Monday.” 

For  the  next  half  hour  telephones  were  buzzing;  then 
Sue,  Kathy,  Ray,  and  Slug  were  on  their  way  to  the 
mountains.  From  then  on  things  really  began  to 
happen. 

Thursday  morning  at  ten  with  lunches  packed,  they 
were  gliding  along  the  winding  mountain  road  to  the 
happy  sound  of  sleigh-bells.  Uncle  Jerry  broke  into 
the  tune,  "Dashing  through  the  snow,”  the  other  four 
joining  in  the  chorus,  "Jingle  Bell,  jingle  bells.”  They 
were  really  living  the  song  that  day  in  their  one-horse 
open  sleigh. 

Suddenly,  the  sound  of  a  racing  motor  penetrated 
the  air.  Like  a  bolt  from  above,  they  were  all  thrown 
clear  from  the  sleigh,  when  Ginger,  the  horse  startled 
and  surprised  by  the  loud  noise  of  the  motor,  had 
shied,  made  a  complete  turn-about,  and  had  started 
racing  madly  toward  home. 

All  the  happy  sleigh-party  were  left  in  various 
positions. 

"I’ll  be  a  monkey’s  uncle,”  said  Uncle  Jerry,  "What’s 
an  automobile  doing  up  here  at  this  time?” 

"You  look  like  a  monkey’s  uncle,”  returned  Ray, 
sharply,  "Come  out  from  behind  that  limb,  Uncle 
Jerry!” 

"You’re  going  to  need  to  preserve  that  sense  of 
humor,”  Slug’s  voice  muffled  forth  from  behind  a  snow 
pile. 

"That  fellow  certainly  left  his  good  manners  at  home,” 


replied  Sue,  practically  in  tears,  "Imagine  racing  right 
by  with  an  empty  car  and  leaving  us  stranded  like  this. 
Some  nerve! .  .  He  must  have  been  in  an  awful  hurry. 
I  know  he  saw  us — how  could  he  miss  knowing  that 
he  was  to  blame.  What  shall  we  do?” 

Kathy  was  speechless. 

"Lady  Luck  hasn’t  deserted  us  completely,”  said  Uncle 
Jerry,  hopefully.  "I  believe  the  intruder  must  have 
come  from  that  cabin  just  beyond  the  clearing.  You 
girls  can  be  sheltered,  at  least,  while  we  try  to  find 
Ginger  and  the  sleigh.” 

Sure  enough,  there  were  tire  marks  just  off  the  road 
and  a  cabin  beyond.  All  five  boldly  walked  to  the  door. 
Ray  knocked.  No  answer.  They  peered  into  the  vari¬ 
ous  windows. 

"Why,  this  cabin  is  deserted!  Now  I  know  the 
culprit  left  in  a  hurry!  He  didn’t  take  time  to  shut 
the  door!”  said  Sue. 

"We’ll  display  our  bad  manners,  too.  Won’t  you 
walk  into  my  parlor?”  said  Slug. 

After  depositing  the  contents  of  the  sleigh  within 
the  sheltered  walls  of  the  cabin,  Uncle  Jerry  and  the 
boys  left  Kathy  and  Sue,  to  search  for  Ginger. 

The  girls,  none  the  worse  for  their  sudden  plunge 
in  the  snow,  set  about  the  task  of  starting  a  fire  in  the 
fireplace.  "There  must  be  plenty  of  wood,”  though 
Sue,  but  upon  investigation,  she  found  the  pantry  bare, 
and  the  cold-box  outside  the  kitchen  window  empty. 

"Do  you  know,  Kathy,  there  is  something  strange 
about  this  place.  That  fellow  couldn’t  be  living  here; 
otherwise,  there  would  be  food  supplies  around.  These 
bunks  have  not  been  slept  in,  and  just  look  at  the  dust! 

I  wish  Uncle  Jerry  and  the  boys  would  hurry  back. 
I’m  scared!” 

Kathy  was  either  composed,  or  she  was  doing  some 
superb  acting. 

"Now,  Suzie,  keep  that  expansive  imagination  under 
control,  or  the  first  thing  you  know,  you’ll  have  the 
wicked  old  witch  appearing,  and  we’ll  be  turned  into 
'Ginger  bread  girls’!” 

"Speaking  of  Ginger,  I  wonder  if  they’ll  catch  up 
with  him?  Look  Kathy,  here’s  a  piece  of  burnt  paper 
and — look  at  these  burnt  matches.  I’ll  bet  there  is  a 
secret  hidden  in  this  little  old  cabin.  Why  didn’t  he 
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use  a  kerosene  lamp?  I’ll  bet  he  was  up  to  no  good. 
No  wonder  he  left  in  such  a  hurry — probably  afraid 
we  might  find  he  answered  the  description  of  a  criminal 
hereabouts.” 

"You’ve  been  reading  too  many  mysteries  lately, 
Suzie.  Or  have  you  been  trying  to  out  do  Sherlock, 
Conan  Doyle?”  ribbed  Kathy. 

"Go  ahead  and  laugh,  Kathy!  I  have  that  feeling 
that  there  is  something  amiss.” 

"Well,  anyway,  Sue,  you  certainly  make  this  simple 
place  sound  intriguing.  Keep  up  the  investigation — 
I’m  all  ears!” 

At  the  sound  of  voices  outside,  Sue’s  imagination 
jumped  to  several  conclusions,  only  to  find  it  was  Uncle 
Jerry  and  the  boys  returning  without  Ginger.  They 
had  walked  two  miles  only  to  find  the  sleigh  deserted 
alongside  the  road.  Evidently  the  badly  frightened 
Ginger  had  somehow  freed  himself  of  the  sleigh  and  had 
dashed  along;  at  least  the  hoof-prints  indicated  as  much. 
There  was  nothing  else  to  do  but  spend  the  night  in  the 
cabin.  Uncle  Jerry  would  stay  with  the  girls.  Slug 
and  Ray  would  go  back  to  town  and  report  to  Aunt 
Martha.  Then  pick  up  Ginger,  whom  they  were  sure 
had  headed  straight  for  home,  and  return  in  the  morning. 

"Why  can’t  we  all  stay  for  the  night,”  inquired  Slug, 
hopefully,  "we  could  play  canasta,  if  we  had  some  cards.” 

"Yes,  Uncle  Jerry,  why  don’t  we  stay?  I’m  really 
tired  right  now,  and  it  is  a  long  cold  walk  home,”  said 
Ray. 

"I’d  like  it  that  way  too,”  said  Uncle  Jerry,  "but 
what  about  Aunt  Martha?  She’d  never  close  an  eye 
tonight.  She  would  be  a  nervous  wreck  by  morning. 
No,  that’s  out.  You’d  better  be  getting  along.  But 
first  have  a  bite  to  eat.” 

They  had  the  delicious  luncheon  which  Lady  Luck 
had  cast  out  of  the  sleigh  along  with  the  human  cargo. 
They  toasted  bread  over  the  fireplace,  and  wished  for 
popcorn  and  marshmallows.  The  boys  left  reluctantly, 
but  were  rested  and  well-fed  for  the  long  trip  home. 

Uncle  Jerry  and  Kathy  continued  to  tease  Sue  about 
her  detective  instincts,  the  mystery  must  go  on  attitude. 
Finally,  exhausted  by  a  trying  day,  they  retired  to  the 
bunks.  Kathy,  in  the  bunk  below  Sue,  was  asleep  in 
no  time,  and  the  sounds  of  Morpheus  traveled  from 
the  general  direction  of  Uncle  Jerry’s  bunk,  across  the 
long  room  of  the  now — cozy  cabin. 

Sue,  however,  could  not  sleep.  Visions  of  strangers, 
and  mysterious  doings  kept  dancing  through  her  head. 
She  was  sure  she  heard  a  distant  motor  again;  certain 
she  saw  headlight  reflections. 

Was  she  dreaming?”  Sue,  in  an  icy  frame  of  mind, 
really  pinched  herself  to  see  if  she  were.  She  felt  the 
pinch,  but  she  was  also  positive  she  heard  footsteps 
outside.  Why  couldn’t  she  sleep  like  Uncle  Jerry  and 
Kathy?  What  kind  of  idiot  was  she  to  get  herself  in 
such  a  state?  One  of  her  professors  had  said  it  was 


good  to  have  an  active  imagination,  but  this  time  hers 
had  gotten  out  of  control. 

Frozen  to  her  bunk,  she  was  certain  someone  was 
fumbling  around  near  the  fireplace.  The  floor 
squeaked.  The  latch  moved!  She  was  positive.  She 
bit  her  lips  to  keep  them  closed.  If  she  cried  out,  she’d 
never  hear  the  end  of  it!  So,  fighting  her  better  judg¬ 
ment,  she  remained  still  and  slept  little. 

At  dawn  she  arose.  It  had  stopped  snowing  during 
the  night.  Instinctively  she  went  to  the  door  to  note 
the  weather  and  breathe  the  fresh  morning  air. 

"Uncle  Jerry!  Kathy!  Quick,  look  at  these  foot¬ 
prints  in  the  snow!  I  knew  it!  Someone  was  in  this 
cabin  last  night.  I  was  sure  of  it!  I  even  pinched 
myself!” 

"Why  didn’t  you  say  so?”  asked  Uncle  Jerry,  sleepily. 

"Yes,”  added  Kathy,  "we  could  have  all  been  mur¬ 
dered,  while  you  carelesssly  refused  to  give  an  alarm.” 

"Oh,  what’s  the  use,”  thought  Sue,  "I  can’t  win.  But, 
oh,  I  wish  I  were  safely  out  of  here  and  on  the  way 
home.” 

Uncle  Jerry  was  really  concerned  now.  There  was 
something  very  strange  about  it  all.  They’d  never 
know,  and  it  was  such  a  horrible  feeling  of  uncertainty. 

All  three  spent  the  rest  of  the  morning  in  deep  and 
wondering  thought.  When  Ray  and  Slug  arrived 
about  eleven,  they  were  eager  to  be  on  their  way. 

"What’s  the  big  rush”  inquired  Ray,  "Let’s  stay 
awhile!  Your  fairy  Godmother  sent  along  the  popcorn 
and  marshmallows  you  were  wishing  for.  Let’s  have 
another  picnic!” 

"Say!  What’s  biting  you  three?”  interrupted  Slug. 
"Don’t  tell  me  Sue  has  involved  you  in  one  of  her 
mysterious  interludes.” 

So  the  boys  heard  the  story.  They  too  were  puzzled, 
but  it  didn’t  bother  them  for  long.  Running  true  to 
form,  they  commenced  to  tease  Sue  about  joining  the 
F.  B.  I.  Sue,  now  fully  convinced  that  something 
sinister  was  at  stake,  went  along  with  a  "you  wait  and 
see”  attitude. 

"That  motor  again!”  gasped  Kathy,  now  as  sure  as 
Sue  that  something  was  wrong. 

All  ran  to  the  door.  There  in  the  clearing  was  the 
automobile,  and  emerging  from  it  a  very  dapper  young 
man. 

"Sorry,  folks,  I  didn’t  really  want  to  be  so  crude  yester¬ 
day.  It  hurt  me  no  end  to  leave  you  in  such  an  uncom¬ 
fortable  condition  in  the  snow.” 

"Then  you  did  know,”  said  Kathy.  "Of  all  the  down¬ 
right  nerve!” 

"Please  let  me  explain.  My  buddy  had  written  a 
play;  all  the  arrangements  has  been  made,  but  the  Japs 
decided  it’d  have  to  wait  awhile.  You  see,  when  they 
bombed  Pearl  Harbor,  things  like  plays  took  second 
place.  If  one  of  us  didn’t  return,  the  other  was  to  go 
through  with  the  earlier  plans.  If  neither  returned,  his 
mother  was  to  own  all  rights  on  the  manuscript.  So  I 
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was  carrying  out  a  promise  I  had  made  nine  years  ago, 
when  I  left  you  flat  yesterday  and  rushed  to  a  production 
manager  with  the  original  manuscript.  If  it  was  not 
in  his  hands  by  six  o’clock,  it  would  have  been  replaced 
by  another.  When  I  got  back  to  town,  I  found  that  in 
my  'haste  I  had  left  half  of  it  behind.  So  last  night, 
while  you  slept,  I  hurried  back  to  the  cabin  to  pick  up 
the  other  half  and  return  before  dawn  to  the  producer 
of  the  play. 

"I  couldn’t  stop  to  tell  you  last  night.  I  felt  no  one 
was  disturbed.  I  though  there  would  be  plenty  of 
time  today  for  explanation. 

"As  the  Japs  would  say  'So  solly!’  but  would  you 
please  be  my  guests  at  the  first  presentation  of  the  play 
on  April  24,  two  months  from  today,  in  the  Little 
Theater  off  Times  Square?” 

On  April  24,  Uncle  Jerry,  Kathy,  Sue,  Ray  and  Slug, 
sitting  down  in  front,  were  thrilled  beyond  compare  by 
the  words  which  before  they  had  heard  only  over  the 
ether  waves:  "Curtain  Time  —  Curtain  Time.” 

Jeanne  Dever,  ’51. 


THE  TRYOUT 

R-r-r-ring!  R-r-r-ring!  screamed  the  alarm  clock  on 
the  battered  bedtable,  and  its  jangle  eventually  succeeded 
in  its  efforts  to  some  small  extent.  The  blanket  swathed 
figure  of  a  young  man  to  whom  the  angry  clock  addres¬ 
sed  its  noisy  salute  stirred.  A  weary  mind,  aggravated 
by  the  impudence  of  the  jangling  caller,  prompted  a 
hand  to  make  a  few  wild  groping  motions  in  the  air, 
and,  after  some  hesitation,  to  alight  with  satisfaction 
upon  the  seemingly  elusive  alarm  button. 

Two  heavy  eyelids  opened  to  let  in  the  unwelcome 
light  of  the  early  morning  sun.  Seven  o’clock!  The 
beginning  of  another  day.  Just  another  day  for  one 
hundred  fifty  million  other  hard  working  Americans, 
but  iot  him,  Robert  Andrews,  this  was  the  big  day. 

Gradually  the  slowly  awakening  body  moved  more 
quickly,  fired  by  the  incentive  of  a  new  day  and  the 
power  of  a  good  night’s  sleep.  In  a  few  short  minutes 
he  emerged  fully  dressed  from  the  meager  boarding 
house  on  the  edge  of  the  big  city,  which  was,  to  him, 
home.  The  distant  clamor  of  horns  and  noisy  trucks 
joined  with  the  stentorian  clatter  of  an  elevator  to  create 
an  early  morning  symphony  which  emanated  from  the 
heart  of  the  city. 

Yesterday  he  felt  apart  from  all  this;  an  inconspicu¬ 
ous  cog  in  the  wheel  of  monotony  which  bears  the 
carriage  of  a  thriving  metropolis.  Yet  today,  as  he 
walked  down  the  deserted  street  in  his  battered  tan 
jacket  and  a  baseball  uniform,  which  had  long  since 
lost  its  battle  with  the  moths,  he  felt  glad  to  be  alive. 

He  thought  of  all  that  had  happened  to  him  in  the  last 
twenty-four  hours.  Yesterday  had  started  out  as  just 
another  day.  He  had  gone  to  his  job  at  the  shoe  fac¬ 


tory  where  he  had  begun  to  work  at  the  time  of  his 
mother’s  death  three  years  ago,  and  he  settled  down  to 
what  had  all  the  aspects  of  an  uneventful  day.  And  it 
was  uneventful;  until  his  thoughts  turned  to  his  life’s 
ambition — baseball.  This  one  word  was  his  life.  It 
had  always  been  his  inspiration.  To  be  a  big  league 
pitcher  had  always  been  his  ultimate  goal  in  life.  His 
mind  flashed  back  over  the  years  which  were  now  inter¬ 
red  with  their  brothers  in  the  gluttonous  cemetery  of 
time.  As  a  boy  he  had  been  happy,  and  in  high  school 
had  been  the  pitching  ace  for  his  alma  mater.  Then, 
like  the  deadly  and  recurrent  blows  of  a  scythe,  death 
struck  and  took  the  lives  of  his  father  and  his  mother, 
both  in  two  short  years.  There  wasn’t  any  alternative 
now  but  to  work.  Dreams  of  a  big  league  career  had  to 
be  put  aside  with  so  many  other  unborn  plans.  He  had 
come  to  work  for  this  company,  in  this  factory,  at  this 
very  bench,  and  had  been  harnessed  to  it  ever  since.  It 
was  this  very  afternoon  after  work  that  he  pitched  for 
the  shop  team  in  the  local  industrial  league.  He  was, 
as  usual,  very  impressive,  but  big  league  scouts  didn’t 
frequently  visit  sand-lot  ball  games  in  their  conquest  of 
youthful  talent;  at  least  he  had  never  thought  so.  But 
he  had  been  wrong. 

Today  as  he  walked  along  with  a  cocky  spring  in  his 
step,  the  face  of  the  smiling  man  imprinted  itself  befor  • 
him.  "You  have  what  it  takes,  kid,”  he  had  said, 
"where  have  you  been  keeping  yourself?”  He  identi¬ 
fied  himself  as  Joe  Nason,  baseball  scout  for  the  New 
York  Yankees.  "I’ve  been  watching  you,  and  I’m  sure 
you’re  just  what  we  need.  We’re  holding  some  tryouts 
tomorrow  morning  at  ten  o’clock  at  Bronson  Field. 
Care  to  come  over  and  show  us  what  you  can  do?”  He 
hadn’t  said  much,  but  he  didn’t  need  to  say  anything. 
Bob  knew  what  this  meant,  his  big  chance.  How  he 
had  filled  with  humble  thanks  and  felt  the  fierce  joy  of 
satisfaction  settling  over  him.  Here,  at  last,  was  his 
reward  for  waiting.  He  hadn’t  known  where  Bronson 
Field  was,  but  he  located  it  in  the  telephone  directory, 
East  67th  Street.  Strange!  Why  would  the  New  York 
Yankees  be  holding  tryouts  over  there?  But  the  man 
had  said  Bronson  Field,  and,  after  all,  he  had  identified 
himself  as  a  real  talent  scout.  It  was  not  up  to  Bob  to 
ask  the  why  or  wherefore.  He  had  taken  the  day  off 
for  this  special  event.  He  knew  somehow,  inside,  that 
this  was  it.  He  almost  forgot  where  he  was  going,  so 
engrossed  was  he  in  his  thoughts. 

This  morning  there  seemed  to  be  something  different 
about  the  elevator  station.  People  seemed  to  be 
smiling;  the  air  smelled  fresh  and  clean;  he  didn’t  seem 
to  mind  being  pushed  into  the  elevator  today.  Life  was 
his  today;  this  was  it.  He  knew  where  to  get  off;  he 
had  been  in  this  district  before.  The  thought  entered 
his  head  that  he  had  never  heard  the  Yankees’  name 
connected  in  any  way  with  this  park,  but  the  exuberance 
in  his  mind  quickly  pushed  it  aside. 

When  he  got  there,  the  field  was  deserted.  He  was 
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not  surprised,  however,  because  it  was  only  eight-ten 
and  the  tryouts  weren’t  to  start  until  ten  o’clock.  He 
had  purposely  come  early  because  he  knew  he  had  to 
limber  up.  He  loosened  his  jacket  and  began  around 
the  diamond  at  a  slow  pace.  After  this  exercise, 
calisthenics;  he  knew  he  needed  them.  Nine-forty-five! 
Bob’s  mind  was  filled  with  questions,  but  they  went 
unanswered. 

Then  he  saw  him.  A  little  gray-haired  man  stepped 
out  of  a  makeshift  hut  at  the  other  end  of  the  field. 
"Hello  there!”  the  little  man  shouted.  "Looking  for 
someone?”  Bob’s  heart  fell.  A  gnawing  fear  set  itself 
to  work  undermining  the  sureness  and  exuberance  with 
which  he  had  come  prepared.  As  he  approached  the 
man,  he  began  to  think  him  to  be  nothing  more  than  a 
drifting  chip  who  had  found  this  field  as  a  source  of 
shelter.  However,  he  was  gravely  mistaken.  "I,”  said 
the  man  with  an  air  of  kingly  importance,  "am  John 
Murphy,  caretaker  of  this  ball  park.  What  may  I  ask 
is  your  business  here?” 

He  received  as  an  answer  to  his  query  a  blank,  bewild¬ 
ered  look  from  rhe  younk  man’s  face.  It  was  several 
minutes  before  Bob  recovered.  "What.  .  .  .who.  .  .  . 
where.  .  .  .but  the  Yankees.  .  .  .that  is.  .  .  .1  mean. 

"See  here  young  feller,  I  ain’t  got  all  day  to  stand  here 
looking  at  your  face,”  said  the  little  man.  "What’s 
ailing  you?”  Bob’s  speech  finally  returned.  "Do  you 
mean  that  this  isn’t  the  Yankees’  tryout  Field?  There’s 
to  be  no  tryouts  today?  This  isn’t  Bronson  Field?”  "To 
answer  your  question,  my  boy,  this  is  Bronson  Field,  but 
I’m  sure  that  if  the  Yankees  were  going  to  hold  tryouts 
here  today,  I’d  know  it.”  The  words  slowly  sank  into 
an  unwilling  mind.  No  tryouts;  no  big  chance.  Bob 
thought  that  he  must  have  misunderstood  Mr.  Nason. 
Then  in  his  mind  he  found  the  answer.  "But  wait! 
Just  who  is  Mr.  Nason?  How  do  you  know  he  is  a 
big  league  scout?  You  don’t.” 

The  horrible  truth  staggered  him.  He,  Robert 
Andrews,  who  was  to  have  his  big  chance  today.  A 
dejected  young  man,  still  unwilling  to  believe  what  he 
knew  to  be  true,  left  Bronson  Field.  He  had  been  the 
victim  of  a  practical  joke.  Once  more  the  noise  of  the 
city  reigned  supreme.  The  clamor  was  again  in  his 
ears  as  he  started  back;  back  to  his  bench  at  work;  back 
to  where  he  was  Robert  Andrews,  just  another  plain, 
hard-working  American. 

Peter  Coccoluto,  ’51. 


FAITH  AND  COURAGE 

When  she  awoke  she  was  startled  by  the  strangeness 
she  felt.  Where  was  she?  How  did  she  get  here? 
All  these  thoughts  were  whirling  in  her  head. 

"Are  you  feeling  any  better  now?”  someone  asked. 
She  looked  up  at  the  face  of  a  young  nurse.  "You  had 
quite  a  fall.” 


"Yes,  I  know,”  replied  the  girl.  "I  remember  that 
I  ran  out  into  the  street  after  the  tennis  ball  and  I 
didn’t  see  the  truck  coming.  My  leg  was  caught  under¬ 
neath  it.  Will  it  be  all  right  now?” 

"I’m  sure  it  will.” 

Later  walking  to  the  nurses’  home,  Laura,  the  nurse, 
started  thinking  about  her  young  patient.  Julie  Martin 
was  only  fifteen,  a  sophomore  in  school.  From  first 
glance  Julie  seemed  to  be  a  highly  sensitive  girl.  She 
would  take  this  accident  badly.  Laura  knew  the  girl’s 
leg  was  seriously  injured — how  bad,  she  didn’t  know. 
X-rays  were  being  developed.  Dr.  Wilks  had  said  he’d 
notify  her  when  they  were  ready. 

"Why  so  serious,  Laura?”  someone  asked.  Startled 
back  to  reality,  she  looked  up  at  Jan,  a  student. 

"Oh  nothing”  she  smiled.  "Did  you  want  me  for 
anything?” 

"Yes,  Dr.  Wilks  wishes  you  to  see  him  as  soon  as 
possible.” 

"All  right,  thank  you  very  much.” 

When  she  went  to  see  Dr.  Wilks,  he  had  news. 
Julie’s  leg  was  so  badly  mangled,  it  had  to  be  amputated 
before  any  serious  complications  arose. 

The  following  morning  it  rained.  "Talk  about  your 
blue  Mondays,”  mused  Laura.  "How  am  I  going  to  tell 
Julie?  I  wish  Dr.  Wilks  didn’t  leave  me  with  the 
responsibility  of  telling  her.”  Putting  on  a  cheery 
smile,  she  stepped  into  the  room.  "Well,  hello  there, 
how  are  you  today?”  "All  right,  I  guess,’  replied  Julie. 
"I’m  still  a  little  dizzy  and  my  leg  feels  very  numb. 
Do  you  think  I’ll  be  able  to  go  home  soon?” 

"No  dear,  not  right  away.” 

As  he  was  coming  down  the  corridor,  Dr.  Wilks 
met  Jan.  He  asked  if  Laura  told  the  young  girl  the 
news  yet.  "She’s  in  there  now,"  replied  Jan.  The 
door  then  opened  and  out  walked  Laura.  "Did  you 
tell  her?”  they  asked.  "Yes,  but  I’m  afraid  she  took 
it  pretty  badly.  She  said  there  was  no  use  living 
anymore.” 

"I’m  going  to  give  you  a  big  order,”  said  the  doctor, 
"I  want  you  to  restore  the  girl’s  will  to  live.” 

The  weeks  following  were  busy  ones  for  the  young 
nurse.  She  taught  Julie  to  knit  and  now  the  girl  was 
making  mittens.  Laura  was  pleased  at  her  response. 
It  was  the  first  interest  she  had  shown  in  anything  the 
nurse  had  offered.  "I  have  good  news,  Julie.  One  of 
these  days  you’ll  be  getting  a  new  leg.  Artificial,  yes, 
but  you'll  be  able  to  walk  once  more.” 

"What  good  will  that  do  me?  cried  the  girl. 

"What  good?  Why,  you’ll  learn  to  walk,  dance, 
and  do  things  as  well  as  anyone  else.” 

"But  people  aren’t  blind.  They’ll  notice  it.” 

"Julie,  dear,  dresses  this  year  are  long,  and  it  will 
hardly  be  noticeable.  It  will  be  like  a  new  leg.  Can’t 
you  understand  that?” 

You’re  right,  oh,  Laura,  I  will  try,  I  promise.” 

"Good,  I’ll  have  to  leave  for  a  month,  because  my 
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mother  is  very  ill,  but  when  I  return,  I  want  you  to  be 
able  to  walk  to  me.” 

"Oh,  Laura,  I  can’t,  I  can’t!” 

"Julie,  you’ve  already  promised.  Please  don’t  go 
back  on  your  word.” 

As  she  was  going  out  of  the  door,  Julie  cried,  "Laura, 
I’m  breaking  my  promise,  I  can’t  go  through  with  it.” 

Laura  turned  and  walked  out  without  replying.  Her 
mother  improved  rapidly,  and  she  was  pleased,  yet  she 
could  not  get  Julie  out  of  her  mind.  "Would  she  walk 
again?”  This  question  kept  running  through  her  mind. 
Tomorrow  she  would  be  back  at  the  hospital.  Then, 
she  would  know. 

When  she  returned  to  the  hospital,  she  did  not 
bother  to  change  into  her  uniform;  she  went  directly 
to  Julie’s  room.  Julie  was  sitting  in  her  wheelchair  by 
the  window. 

"Oh  Julie,”  she  cried.  "You  didn’t,  you  didn’t!  I 
really  had  faith  in  you.”  She  turned  slowly  and  walked 
toward  the  door. 

"Laura,  don’t  forget  your  pocketbook  on  the  table,” 
called  Julie. 

Laura  turned  to  get  it  but  stopped.  Julie  was  walking 
toward  her  with  the  pocketbook  in  her  hand. 

Mary  Golden,  ’51. 


THE  HAUNTING  PARASITES 

It  was  a  little  after  six  thirty  in  the  boiling  heat  of 
that  July  20,  1930,  and  I,  dressed  in  my  best  white 
shirt  and  suit,  hurried  in  and  out  among  the  freights 
looking  for  the  correct  car.  I  had  had  Mom  do  my 
shirt  very  special  for  this  occasion  and  it  shone.  My 
best  suit,  aged  three  years  already,  seemed  to  take  a 
bright  aspect  also. 

I’ll  always,  always  remember — I  could  never  forget 
that  scorching,  blistering  day — that  day  that  took  my 
life  and  twisted  and  knotted  it  and  made  me  realize  its 
strength. 

It  all  started  with  Mr.  Williams,  a  friend  of  dad’s, 
who  had  helped  to  put  me  through  the  University  of 
Florida.  He  spoke  of  an  offer  of  a  job.  In  the  depres¬ 
sion  of  1930,  who  wasn’t  looking  for  a  job?  I  jumped 
at  the  offer.  Well,  anyway,  with  all  my  twenty-four 
years,  my  best  suit  and  shirt,  but  with  no  money  except 
the  two  quarters  that  I  jingled  in  my  pocket,  I  set  out 
for  the  freight  cars  wondering  how  I’d  ever  be  able  to 
hop  one  of  them  without  being  caught.  I  hadn’t  had 
much  experience,  because  I  hadn’t  traveled  much;  I 
hadn’t  had  to.  But  this  was  different,  I  had  to  cross 
both  Georgia  and  South  Carolina  to  get  to  my  destina¬ 
tion,  and  ordinarily  this  would  have  ordered  a  sum  of 
money,  but  my  fare  would  have  to  be  wit,  my  brain. 

My  wit,  that’s  really  funny,  because  if  I  had  any  wit, 
any  of  those  brains,  I’d  have  stopped  right  there  and 
thought  of  what  I  was  doing.  But  I  didn’t  and  this 


was  the  situation  I  was  trapped  in. 

I  hopped  the  train  quite  successfully,  and  I  sat  and 
smoked  for  a  while  and  watched  the  towns  as  they  flew 
by  and  I  thought,  "If  I  could  get  the  job  I’d  be  able  to 
marry  Joan,  my  fiancee.  I’d  be  able  to  settle  down  and 
possibly  later  be  able  to  set  up  a  business  of  my  own. 
The  firm  wants  a  reliable  steady  man  with  a  college 
education  and  surely  Mr.  Williams  could  vouch  for 
that.”  That  grey  cloud  night  appeared  and  I  reached 
out  and  groped  for  the  lantern,  that  I  had  first  found 
there,  and  lit  it.  Then  I  noticed  the  crates  stacked 
against  the  walls.  "Food  most  likely,”  I  thought.  I 
broke  the  nearest  box  and  found  it  full  of  bananas. 
Taking  a  few,  I  began  to  eat,  thinking  I  was  in  luck. 
Luck— the  irony  of  it.  Finishing  the  bananas,  I  lay 
back  and  finally  I  began  to  doze  off.  It  must  have 
been  five  hours  later  when  I  awoke  and  then  I  saw  one, 
in  the  dim  light,  dark,  black,  with  long  legs  crawling, 
crawling  towards  me.  I  wanted  to  jump  away,  but  it 
came  upon  me  so  quickly  that  I  seemed  paralyzed. 
There  was  another  and  another — they  came  out  of 
nowhere.  The  one  grasping  my  wrist  must  have  lead 
them  all  out  of  their  hiding  places — there  must  have 
been  hundreds.  Bananas!  Why,  why  didn’t  I  real¬ 
ize;  I  should  have  known.  The  thoughts  rang 
through  my  brain,  echoed  and  re-echoed.  I  wanted 
to  scream;  I  wanted  to  yell.  They  crawled  on  and 
over  me.  One  haughty  fellow  came  up  to  my  nose 
and  looked  down  into  my  eyes.  I  dared  not  look  at 
it.  I  stared  straight  ahead.  It  examined  my  counten¬ 
ance,  then  crawled  on  not  liking  what  it  saw,  I  guess. 
Hundreds  were  creeping  over  my  stretched  body.  I 
hardly  dared  to  breath.  They  ransacked  my  body  for 
the  life  they  so  much  desired — desired  to  take — that  is. 

I  had  always  hated  and  feared  them.  I’d  heard  many  a 
frightening  tale  about  these  poisonous  insects,  and  I’d 
always  vowed  to  keep  away  from  them.  But  they  were 
with  me  now.  Why  didn’t  they  bite  and  get  it  over  with. 

I  was  dying  over  and  over.  I  remained  still  as  thoughts 
wrenched  at  my  mind.  Centuries  must  have  passed:  my 
head  felt  as  heavy  as  stone.  I  couldn’t  think.  I  began  to 
breath  harder.  These  spiders  could  kill  with  one  bite 
and  here  upon  one  person — me — were  hundreds. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  dawn  was  breaking  but  it  was 
a  mirage  surely.  Was  there  still  hope?  Someone 
might  come  to  inspect  the  car.  I  prayed.  Then  that 
wonderful  friend,  the  sun,  peeped  in  to  glance  at  me. 
Miraculously,  wcnderously,  the  hundreds  seemed  to  float 
away  and  disappear  moving  back  to  their  places  of  hid¬ 
ing  to  wait  the  next  night’s  rendezvous,  and  to  leave 
me  bewildered  and  filled  with  a  sudden  blessedness  and 
felicity.  It  took  me  an  hour  to  compose  myself,  then 
realizing  that  I  had  won,  that  I  had  conquered,  and 
was  now  free,  I  hurled  myself  out  of  the  train,  and  being 
then  close  enought  to  the  firm,  I  walked  the  remaining 
three  miles.  My  employer,  after  much  questioning, 
asked  my  age.  After  I  related  it  I  was  asked  why  my 
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my  appearance  seemed  so  elderly.  Surprised  at  the 
interrogation,  I  glanced  at  a  mirror  overhead  and  then 
I  knew  that  I  had  not  completely  conquered.  They 
had  colored  my  hair  white  and  given  me  ten  more  years 
to  add  on  to  my  twenty-four.  Relating  the  story  to  my 
employer,  made  things  clear  to  him,  and  he  pronounced 
me  a  man  of  hardihood  and  steady  nerves,  and  he 
accepted  my  application  with  satisfaction. 

That  day  comes  back  to  haunt  me  and  that  snow 
white  hair  mimics  me  forever,  but  with  an  understand¬ 
ing  wife,  a  good  vocation,  and  friends,  I  find  happiness 
that  makes  up  for  that  harrowing,  trying,  weird,  experi¬ 
ence. 

Athene  Gianacopolis,  ’51. 


GRANDMOTHER’S  TRUNK 

"Corrine,  telephone  for  you,  dear.” 

"All  right,  Mom,  I'll  be  right  down.”  "Hello.”  "Oh, 
yes,  Ned.  This  Saturday  night?  No,  I’m  not  plan¬ 
ning  anything.  Certainly,  I’d  love  to  go  to  a  square 
dance  over  to  Heggarty’s  barn.  Is  the  rest  of  the  gang 
going?  Yes,  I’ll  be  ready  by  7 :30.  See  you  then.  Bye.” 

"Mom,  guess  what!  that  was  Ned  Porter,  Nancy’s 
cousin.  He  asked  me  to  go  to  a  square  dance  Saturday 
night.  I’m  glad.  I’ve  been  wanting  to  go,  ever 
since  square  dancing  became  popular.” 

I  called  my  girlfriend,  Sally,  and  planned  to  meet  her 
in  Jack’s  Drug  Store,  where  the  gang  always  gets 
together  every  afternoon.  On  my  way  down  to  Jack’s 
store  my  thoughts  turned  to  Ned  and  the  dance  Satur¬ 
day  night.  It  was  my  first  real  date  with  Ned.  We 
both  go  with  the  same  crowd,  but  whenever  we  go  out, 
we  all  stay  in  a  group,  and  there  is  no  separate  pairing 
off  in  couples.  I  was  honored  to  think  the  captain  of 
the  basketball  team  had  asked  me  for  a  date.  While 
I  was  on  these  various  thoughts,  I  heard  someone  calling 
Corrine.  I  turned  around  and  there  was  Nancy  hurry¬ 
ing  to  catch  up  to  me.  I  greeted  her  with  a  casual, 
"Hi,  Nancy.”  "Hi,  Corrine,  what’s  up?”  That  was 
our  usual  greeting  and  "what’s  up”  meant  nothing 
special,  but  I  couldn’t  keep  it  a  secret.  I  was  bursting 
with  joy;  I  had  to  tell  Nancy.  "Oh,  Nancy,  plenty  is 
up.  Guess  who  just  called  me — Ned  Porter!  He 
asked  me  to  go  to  the  square  dance  at  Heggarty’s  barn 
Saturday  night.  I’m  so  pleased!”  "Gee,  that’s  swell, 
Corrine.  Bob  asked  me  to  go,  too.  I  guess  I  told 
you  last  night.  Have  you  decided  what  you  will  wear 
yet?  I  think  I’ll  wear  my  cotton  skirt,”  Nancy  stated 
in  a  matter  of  fact  manner. 

I  didn’t  hear  the  end  of  her  conversation.  Here  was 
a  problem — what  would  I  wear?  I  hadn’t  given  it  much 
thought  until  now.  Surely,  all  my  old  cotton  skirts 
would  look  faded  under  those  bright  lights.  Would 
Dad  understand  that  this  was  a  special  date,  and  be 
generous  with  my  clothes  allowance?  No,  that  was  too 


much  to  hope  for.  Just  yesterday  he  had  definitely 
decided  I  could  have  no  more  new  clothes  until  I  got 
my  spring  cottons.  I  wanted  to  look  my  very  best. 
It  wasn’t  often  that  a  girl  had  such  an  important  date  as 
this.  Now  don’t  get  me  wrong.  I’ve  had  dates  before, 
but  this  was  different.  This  was  a  special  date  with  a 
basketball  captain!  The  dance  was  April  3,  Saturday, 
just  six  days  away.  Tomorrow  would  be  Tuesday, 
only  five  days  away.  I’d  have  to  think  of  something 
very  soon. 

All  this  time  Nnacy  had  been  talking  to  me.  I 
hadn’t  heard  a  word  of  her  conversation.  I  decided  to 
forget  Saturday  night  for  the  time  being.  Even  though 
Nancy  was  my  best  friend,  I  just  couldn’t  tell  her  my 
clothes  problem. 

Nancy  and  I  met  Sally  in  Jack’s.  We  ordered  a  coke 
and  sat  and  talked.  I  told  Sally  about  Saturday  night 
and  my  date  with  Ned.  I  could  tell  that  Sally  was 
happy  for  me.  I  guess  she  knew  I  had  a  secret  crush  on 
Ned. 

That  evening  I  brought  the  subject  up  to  Mom  and 
Dad.  It  was  the  same  old  thing,  "Why,  Corrine,  you 
have  a  lot  of  summer  clothes,  and  you  know  I  can’t  afford 
to  buy  you  new  clothes  right  now.” 

"We  went  all  through  this  the  other  night,”  Dad  said 
a  little  perturbed. 

The  next  day  after  school,  I  came  home  promptly. 
After  eating  my  usual  lunch,  I  went  upstairs  to  hunt 
for  Mom.  I  found  her  in  the  attic,  of  all  places,  doing 
some  cleaning.  I  wandered  around  looking  things 
over  and  talking  to  Mom.  When  I  was  a  little  girl,  I 
used  to  play  in  the  attic  on  rainy  days.  I  remember  one 
thing  that  always  facinated  me;  it  was  an  old  leather- 
bound  trunk  of  my  grandmother’s.  I  was  never  allowed 
to  open  it,  because  it  was  fastened  tightly  with  a  padlock. 
With  eagerness,  I  asked  Mom  if  she  would  please  open 
it  for  me.  "Yes,  Corrine,  I  guess  you  are  old  enough 
now.  Waite  a  minute  and  I’ll  get  the  key,”  said  Mom. 
Mom  brought  the  key  up  and  fumbled  with  the  lock. 
Finally  it  was  opened!  We  lifted  the  lid.  It  creaked 
a  little  from  the  rust  of  past  years.  The  first  thing  I 
saw  was  an  old  frilly  dress.  Under  that  dress  was — my 
goodness — a  calico  skirt.  It  was  beautiful  and  there 
were  so  many  yards  of  material  in  it.  This  would  be 
just  perfect  for  the  dance  Saturday  night.  I  held  it  up 
to  me;  it  was  all  right  except  for  the  length.  Mom 
surmised  my  idea.  I  put  it  aside,  not  saying  anything. 
Looking  in  the  trunk  to  see  what  else  was  there,  I 
rummaged  through  a  few  things  and  then — a  blouse — 
a  white  cotton  blouse.  It  looked  to  be  just  my  size. 
I  snatched  it  up  to  me  and  tried  it  on.  The  sleeves 
were  large  but  that  was  all.  It  went  nerfectlv  with  the 
calico  skirt.  I  picked  up  the  skirt  and  blouse  and 
motioned  to  Mom.  I  didn’t  have  to  say  anything,  she 
understood,  but  better  than  that,  she  consented.  I  wasn’t 
so  interested  in  the  trunk  anymore,  but  I  went  through 
the  rest  of  it.  I  found  a  locket  with  my  grandmother’s 
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picture  in  it,  which  Mom  said  my  grandfather  had  given 
her  on  their  first  wedding  anniversary.  It  went  nice, 
with  the  blouse,  so  I  saved  it  to  wear  also.  Here  was 
a  perfect  outfit  for  the  dance  Saturday  night  and  right 
in  my  own  attic  free  of  charge.  That  afternoon  Mom 
and  I  worked  on  the  skirt  and  blouse.  They  were 
finished  by  -the  time  Dad  came  home  from  work.  I 
tried  them  on  for  him,  and  he  couldn’t  help  compliment¬ 
ing  me. 

"Corrine,  where  did  you  get  that  skirt  and  blouse? 
Why,  they  are  very  becoming  to  you,”  Dad  unexpectedly 
offered. 

Dad  wasn’t  too  generous  with  compliments,  and  I  knew, 
to  win  his  approval,  I  must  look  pretty  special.  Ned 
was  sure  to  like  my  antique  blouse  and  skirt.  Grand¬ 
mother’s  trunk  had  proved  to  be  a  worthwhile  mystery 
after  all. 

Patricia  Knaide,  ’51. 


DONNA  AND  HER  SENIOR  PROM 

It  was  March  21st,  the  first  day  of  spring,  and  every¬ 
thing  was  going  fine  in  Weston  High  School.  Donna 
Reed  was  coming  down  the  corridor  of  the  spacious 
school  all  aglow.  The  thoughts  running  through  her 
mind  were  just  wonderful.  Ken  would  be  able  to  get 
home  for  her  Senior  Prom,  and  that  meant  everything 
to  Donna.  She  was  new  at  Weston  High  and,  of 
course,  as  all  new  girls  she  found  it  hard  to  make 
friends.  Donna  was  very  pretty.  She  had  blond  hair, 
blue  eyes,  and  a  lovely  complexion.  Now  she  was  so 
engrossed  in  her  thoughts  that  she  did  not  see  Jim 
Brown  coming  down  the  corridor,  and  she  bumped  right 
into  him.  Of  course  Jim  did  not  mind  having  the 
privilege  of  helping  a  lovely  girl  like  Donna  pick  up 
her  books,  even  if  his  face  was  a  little  red.  Now  who 
was  coming  out  of  the  girl’s  room  but  Jean  Christenson, 
Jim’s  so-called  girl  friend.  That  is,  when  she  wasn’t 
flirting  with  someone  else. 

Jean  stormed,  "Well,  Jim,  I  hope  you  are  enjoying 
yourself  with  your  new  friend.  She  seems  to  have  quite 
an  appeal  for  all  the  boys;  but  remember,  Miss  Reed, 
he’s  mine  and  if  you  are  looking  for  bids  to  the  Prom, 
you  better  look  elsewhere.” 

"But  Jean,”  Donna  began  to  say. 

"No  excuses,  Miss  Reed,  I  know  your  kind  and  I 
warn  you  to  keep  your  hands  off  Jim.  Jim,  are  you 
coming  with  me?” 

"I — I-well — I  suppose  so.  I’m  sorry  this  had  to  hap¬ 
pen,  Donna,  but  sometime — ” 

"Jim,  are  you  coming?”  called  Jean. 

"Yes,  I’m  coming.  See  you  around,  Donna.” 

As  Donna  continued  to  her  next  class  she  thought  to 
herself.  Why  did  Jean  act  like  that?  She  didn’t  even 
let  me  explain.  Oh,  why  worry  about  Jean  when  I 
can  think  of  the  wonderful  time  I’m  going  to  have  at 
the  Prom  with  Ken. 


Donna  was  going  to  her  English  class  and  as  she 
entered  the  room  there  was  Jean  over  in  the  other  side 
of  the  room  with  a  group  of  girls.  There  seemed  to 
be  a  hushed  sound  as  she  went  to  her  seat.  Why  were 
all  the  girls  looking  at  her?  They  must  be  talking 
about  her.  Then  Jim  and  Dick,  Jim’s  best  pal  and  also 
Joan’s  boyfriend,  came  into  the  room.  They  went  over 
to  Donna’s  desk  and  started  to  talk  to  her.  Both  Jean 
and  Joan,  with  fire  in  their  eyes,  approached  Donna. 

Donna  said,  "Gee,  wasn’t  that  English  hard  last 
night?” 

"Was  it  now,”  said  Joan,  "I  suppose  you  could  have 
used  some  help.” 


"Well,  Jim,  I  hope  you  are  enjoying  yourself  with 
your  new  friend.  She  seems  to  have  quite  an  appeal 
for  all  the  boys;  but  remember,  Miss  Reed,  he's  mine 
and  -if  you  are  looking  for  bids  to  the  Prom,  you  better 
look  elsewhere.” 

"Why  no,  I  got  it  after  a  while.” 

"Well,  Donna,  it  just  so  happens  that  Jim  helps  me 
with  my  homework  and  he  has  his  hands  full  as  it  is 
without  helping  you,”  exclaimed  Jean. 

"Why,  Joan  and  Jean,  I  don’t  understand.  I  didn’t 
want  Jim  or  Dick  to  help  me  with  my  homework. 
You  don’t  seem  to . ” 

"As  I  said  before,  Miss  Reed,  I  don’t  need  any 
excuses  from  you.” 

Miss  Johnson  came  into  the  room  just  in  time  to 
stop  a  quarrel  between  the  girls.  She  said,  "Jean,  please 
take  your  seat  and  get  your  homework  ready  for  class.” 
With  a  superior  look  at  Donna,  Jean  replied,  "Yes,  Miss 
Johnson.” 

Miss  Johnson  started  in  her  usual  manner  of  asking 
if  anyone  had  not  completed  his  homework;  no  reply 
came  from  the  class.  "Donna,  will  you  please  explain 
the  first  sentence  you  had  in  your  work?”  After  the 
sentence  was  discussed,  Donna  sat  down  very  satisfied 
that  after  all  her  work,  her  sentence  was  correct.  "Now, 
Miss  Christenson,  will  you  please  explain  the  second?” 
"Miss  Johnson,”  said  Jean,  "will  you  please  excuse  me 
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today  as  I  was  not  feeling  well  last  night  and  didn’t 
didn’t  have  time . ” 

"Miss  Christenson,  couldn’t  you  find  a  better  story  to 
tell  than  that  one?  It  just  so  happens,  I  saw  you  out 
last  night  with  a  fellow  who  graduated  two  years  ago, 
and  I  must  say  he  was  not  very  good  company.”  Donna 
looked  over  at  Jean,  who  was  so  embarrassed  that  she 
could  not  stay  in  the  room  any  longer.  Jean  got  up  and 
rushed  out. 

Donna  asked  if  she  could  be  excused  also,  and  she 
went  after  Jean.  Nobody  could  understand  why  Donna 
wanted  to  go  with  Jean  after  the  way  she  had  treated 
her. 

In  the  girl’s  room  Donna  found  Jean  crying  her 
heart  out.  Donna  went  over  to  her.  "Jean,  please 
don’t  cry.”  Jean  sobbed,  "Why  did  you  want  to  help 
me?”  Donna  replied,  "Jean,  you  don’t  know  me  so  I 
can’t  expect  you  to  understand.  I  don’t  like  Jim  at 
least  not  as  a  boyfriend.  And  I’m  not  looking  for  any 
bids  to  the  Prom.  You  see,  I  go  steady  with  a  fellow 
from  Bristol.  You  don’t  know  him,  but  he  is  going  to 
be  able  to  get  away  from  school  to  come  to  the  Prom 
with  me.  I  was  thinking  about  him  when  I  ran  into 
Jim  this  morning.  It  wasn’t  his  fault.” 

"Oh  Donna,  how  can  you  forgive  me  for  being  such 
a  fool?” 

"Jean,  you  can  do  one  thing  for  me.  Go  to  Jim 
and  tell  him  you  are  sorry,  that  is,  if  you  really  are,  and 
tell  him  you  won’t  do  a  thing  like  that  again.” 

The  two  girls  came  out  and  walked  down  the  corridor 
together  to  meet  Jim.  Then  Jean  and  Jim  went  home 
together,  happy  and  knowing  that  they  really  under¬ 
stood  each  other  now. 

Finally  the  night  of  the  Prom  arrived,  and  Donna 
and  Ken  had  the  most  wonderful  time  because  they  had 
pals  there  with  whom  they  could  enjoy  themselves. 
There  was  Jean  and  Jim  dancing  together  looking  at 
each  other  as  if  to  say.  "No  one  will  ever  separate  us 
again.  Thanks  to  Donna!” 

Pearl  Ray,  ’51. 


THE  ICE  SKATER 

The  room  was  quiet.  Bars  of  sunlight  drifted  across 
the  floor,  to  the  bed  and  then  to  the  hands  of  the  girl 
lying  there.  Slowly  her  eyes  opened  as  if  it  were  an 
ordeal  to  raise  them.  She  gazed  for  a  long  time  at  her 
legs.  They  were  both  in  casts,  both  broken.  "Why,  oh 
why,  did  it  have  to  happen;”  she  moaned.  Why  did  I 
let  Dave  persuade  me  to  go  out  for  a  ride?  "I  knew 
I  should  stay  at  home,  the  show  was  going  to  open  soon.” 

Then  the  door  opened  slowly.  It  was  Miss  Burton, 
her  nurse.  She  walked  over  to  the  bed  holding  a  hypo¬ 
dermic  syringe  in  her  hand.  "Well,  how  do  you  feel?” 
she  said  gaily.  Before  the  girl  could  answer,  Miss 
Burton  took  her  right  arm,  swabbed  it,  and  inserted  the 


needle.  "This  will  make  you  sleep,  and  you’ll  feel  even 
better  when  you  wake  up.” 

The  girl  managed  a  tearful  smile  and  very  soon  she 
felt  her  eyelids  become  heavy  and  then  she  slept. 

Perhaps  you  wonder  who  she  is?  She  is  Fern  Moray, 
the  well-known  ice  skater.  She  had  been  in  an  auto¬ 
mobile  accident.  Both  legs  had  been  broken.  She  had 
been  badly  shaken  up,  but  Dave  Huntly,  her  companion, 
had  sustained  only  minor  injuries.  That  had  occurred 
yesterday,  but  now  Fern  lay  quietly,  sleeping;  Fern  had 
been  brooding  on  the  words  of  Dr.  Bendy  which  she  had 
overheard  that  afternoon.  "You  know  Stevens,  that 
break  in  the  right  leg  was  pretty  bad.  I  don’t  know 
what  her  chances  are  of  ever  skating  again.  She  would 
have  been  a  great  success.”  The  words  had  burned 
into  Fern’s  consciousness.  "Would  have  been,”  was 
all  that  she  could  think  of.  Never  to  skate  again?  She 
would  be  an  invalid,  she  thought.  These  thoughts  had 
been  coursing  through  her  mind  until  the  needle  put 
her  to  sleep. 

The  days  slipped  by  on  fleeting  wings  and  now  it  was 
a  month  since  the  accident.  Dr.  Bendy  had  learned 
from  an  angry  outburst  by  Fern,  that  she  knew  she 
might  not  skate  again.  He  soothed  her,  by  saying  that 
she  could  walk  but  skating  might  be  difficult.  Fern 
had  already  convinced  herself  that  it  was  impossible. 

Two  months  after  the  accident  Fern  went  home  from 
the  hospital.  The  casts  were  taken  off,  she  walked  to 
her  front  door  by  herself. 

Half  an  hour  later  she  was  settled  in  her  room  for  a 
rest.  Her  mother  sat  beside  the  bed,  while  Fern  ate 
her  lunch.  She  sat  quietly  and  then  it  came.  The 
torrent  of  tears.  Mrs.  Moray  thought  to  herself,  "I 
knew  this  would  happen.  She  was  too  quiet.  She 
spoke  quietly  to  her  daughter.  "Fern,  you  won’t  help 
yourself  by  getting  hysterical.  Stop  crying  now  and  go 
to  sleep.  When  you  wake  up,  perhaps  Dave  will  be 
here  -to  see  you.”  She  left  the  room  and  closed  the 
door.  As  she  descended  the  stairs,  she  saw  Dave  s  car 
drive  up.  She  went  to  the  door  and  let  him  in. 

"Hello,  Mrs.  Moray.  How’s  Fern?” 

"She’s  changed,  Dave.  She’s  quiet.  She  believes 
she’ll  never  skate  again.” 

Don’t  worry  Mrs.  Moray,  I  think  she’ll  come  to  her 
senses.  May  I  see  her?” 

"She’s  asleep  now  but  if  you  want  to  wait . ?” 

Later  that  day  Fern  sat  alone,  looking  out  of  her 
window  at  the  children  returning  from  the  lake  with 
their  skates.  The  sight  of  them  brought  back  poignant 
memories.  She  had  done  the  same  thing,  walked  home 
laughing  joyously.  She  had  taken  lessons  and  one  day,  a 
man  had  stood  watching  the  children.  Later  this  same 
man  had  come  to  her  home  and  talked  to  her  mother. 
He  had  told  of  how  he  was  forming  an  ice  show  com¬ 
posed  of  children.  Fern  had  appeared  in  it;  she  was 
famous  after  that . 

Two  weeks  passed.  Fern  stayed  at  home.  She  didn  t 
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want  to  go  out.  Dave  came  every  day  and  buoyed 
her  up,  made  her  forget  her  troubles  for  the  time  being. 
He  had  accused  himself  of  the  accident  but  Fern  knew 
it  wasn’t  his  fault.  The  other  car  had  come  around  the 
curve  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  road  so  quickly,  that 
Dave  had  not  been  able  to  turn  aside  in  time.  Poor 
Dave! 

She  was  playing  the  piano  when  Dave  came  in. 
"Hello,  Dave.”  How’s  the  best  cheerer  upper  I  have?” 
"I’m  fine.”  They  talked  of  trivial  things  that  only 
served  to  breach  the  awkward  silence  which  had  arisen. 
"What  is  the  matter,”  thought  Fern.  ''What’s  bother¬ 
ing  Dave?”  Then  it  came. 

"Fern,  did  your  mother  tell  you?” 

"Tell  me  what.” 

"That  the  show  has  gotten  another  skater  to  take 
your  place?  Fern,  why  don’t  you  try  to  skate?” 

"I’ll  thank  you  to  mind  your  own  business,  Dave 
Huntley;”  her  voice  was  dangerously  low;  only  her  rising 
color  betrayed  her  anger. 

"All  right.  If  that  is  what  you  want,  I  will.  But 
let  me  say  one  thing.  You’re  afraid,  Fern.  You’ve 
gotten  the  notion  that  you  can’t  skate  so  you  won’t.” 

"Go  away,  and  don’t  bother  to  come  back,”  she 
retorted. 

Dave  didn’t  say  a  word  but  simply  turned  and  left. 
Fern  sat  alone,  staring  blankly  at  the  wall.  Dave’s  words 
came  back  to  taunt  her.  "You’re  afraid.”  But  Dr. 
Bentley  had  said  she  might  not  skate  again.  Fern 
knew  she  was  just  making  excuses.  Just  yesterday,  the 
Doctor  had  said,  "Fern,  I’m  sorry  you  heard  what  I 
said  in  the  hospital.  Now,  I  find  that  you  have  con¬ 
vinced  yourself  you”ll  never  skate  again.  You’re  well 
now,  there’s  no  reason  why  you  can’t  skate.” 

"I  wonder,”  thought  Fern,  "I  wonder  if  I  could  skate.” 
Suddenly  feeling  inspired  she  went  to  her  closet  and 
reached  for  her  ski  suit  and  skates.  Wasting  no  time, 


she  was  dressed  in  fifteen  minutes.  She  took  her  skates, 
put  them  over  her  shoulder,  and  set  out  hurriedly  for 
the  lake. 

When  she  reached  her  destination  she  saw  that  there 
were  only  two  boys  on  the  ice  skating  out  near  the 
middle.  Soon  she  was  on  the  ice  and  she  took  slow, 
hesitating  steps.  "I  can’t  do  it,”  she  thought  wildly. 
"I’ll  fall.” 

"I’m  proud  of  you,  Fern.  You  might  have  gone  in 
yourself.” 

Then,  as  if  in  a  dream  she  heard  Dave’s  words. 
"You’re  afraid.” 

"I’m  not.  I  will  skate  again.”  She  took  a  few 
hesitating  strokes.  Then  she  was  stroking  out  strongly. 
The  habit  and  training  of  years  couldn’t  be  broken. 
Fern  skated  up  and  down  the  shore  for  a  while  and  then 
went  out  farther.  Suddenly  she  noticed  the  two  boys, 
and  then  only  one.  She  heard  a  scream.  One  was 
crying  for  help.  Without  hesitating,  she  grabbed  a 
big  stick  which  lay  on  the  ice  and  skated  toward  the 
children.  Before  she  reached  them,  she  lay  on  the  ice, 
and  slowly  inched  toward  the  break.  "I’ll  get  him  out.” 
The  little  boy  was  gripping  the  ice  with  fingers  blue 
from  the  cold.  His  face  was  barely  above  water.  Fern 
pushed  the  stick  toward  him  and  he  grasped  it.  "Oh, 
Lord,”  she  moaned,  "he’s  so  heavy.”  The  little  fellow 
was  slowly  but  surely  being  dragged  from  a  watery 
death.  "Just  a  little  more,”  breathed  Fern.  "But  my 
arms  are  tired.  Please  God,  give  me  strength.”  Just 
then  Fern  heard  a  voice  calling  her  name.  It  was  Dave 
and  he  was  coming  to  help  her.  He  slid  down  beside 
her,  took  the  stick,  and  pushed  her  away.  He  pulled 
the  little  fellow  out  easily  and  wrapped  him  in  his 
jacket.  "Oh,  Dave,  I’m  so  glad  to  see  you.” 

"I  saw  you  leave  the  house,  Fern,  and  I  followed  you, 
come  on,  we’ll  take  the  little  fellow  home.” 

Just  as  they  reached  the  shore,  a  distraught  woman 
rushed  up  to  meet  them.  The  other  little  boy  had 
gone  for  his  friend’s  mother.  When  she  saw  Fern  and 
Dave,  the  expression  on  her  face  was  one  of  hope  and 
doubt. 

"Is  my  baby  all  right?” 

"He’s  fine.  Mrs.  Baker.  He’s  just  soaking  wet  and 
has  had  a  good  scare.” 

"Thank  you,  thank  you.”  She  gathered  the  little  boy 
to  her  and,  murmuring  to  him,  left. 

"I’m  proud  of  you,  Fern.  You  might  have  gone  in 
yourself,”  said  Dave. 

"Dave,  you  were  right.  It  was  all  in  my  mind.  I 
can  skate  and  I  will.  I’m  sorry  I  was  so  mean.” 

"That’s  all  right.  You  were  doubtful,  but  you’ve 
proved  that  you  can  skate  and  you  won’t  be  an  invalid. 
Now,  let’s  go  home.  I’m  starved.” 

"Yes,  let’s  go  home.”  Slowly  they  walked  arm  in 
arm  towards  home. 


Virginia  Prado,  ’51. 
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FOUND  —  ONE  DAUGHTER 

"Better  hurry  and  get  ready  for  Church,  Sue,”  called 
Bobby  as  he  passed  Sue’s  door. 

"I’m  coming,”  moaned  Sue.  Soon  a  lively  figure 
slid  down  the  bannister  and  fell  with  a  loud  thud. 
"How  many  times  do  I  have  to  tell  you  not  to  do  that?” 
asked  Mrs.  Parker. 

"I  forgot,  mom.”  was  the  only  excuse  offered. 

"Well,  hurry  dear,  eat  your  breakfast  or  we’ll  be  late 
for  Church.”  warned  Sue’s  mother. 

That  afternoon  as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Parker  were  reading 
the  Sunday  papers  in  the  living  room,  Sue  and  Bobby 
hurried  in.  "You’d  better  get  some  bandages  and 
iodine,  mom,”  said  Bobby,  "Sue  hurt  her  arm  sliding 
into  second  base.” 

"Oh!  Not  again,  this  has  to  stop,  Sue.  You’ll  be 
in  a  wheel  chair  before  long.”  said  Mrs.  Parker.  "There 
is  a  first  aid  kit  in  the  medicine  cabinet.  Get  it  for  me, 
will  you,  Bobby?”  Bobby  returned  with  the  kit,  and 
Mrs.  Parker  bandaged  Sue’s  arm.  When  she  had 
finished,  she  advised  Sue  to  rest  in  her  room. 

After  Sue  had  departed,  Mrs.  Parker  said  to  her 
husband,  "Arthur,  you  will  have  to  talk  with  that  girl.” 
Mr.  Parker  looked  up  from  his  paper  and  said,  "What 
do  you  mean,  I  must  talk  with  her.  You’re  her  mother.” 
"You’re  her  father,  and  she’ll  listen  to  you  more.  We 
must  be  firm  about  this  now,  it’s  getting  a  little  out  of 
hand.”  was  her  reply. 

"All  right  I’ll  talk  to  her,  but  I  don’t  know  what  good 
it  will  do.” 

That  evening  Arthur  Parker  related  to  his  wife  the 
course  of  the  conversation  with  Sue.  "I  explained  to 
her  that  playing  baseball,  football,  and  everything  else 
just  like  a  boy  should  be  stopped.  I  also  said  that  she 
should  act  more  like  a  girl  of  sixteen  and  take  an  active 
interest  in  boys,  dances,  and  her  appearance  and  such. 

Then  she  said  something  that  sounded  like  an  A-bomb 
exploding.  She  said  that  she  thought  I  was  right. 
"Can  you  imagine  that?”  "Well,  what  brought  this  on 
did  she  have  a  fever?  Maybe  that  bruise  on  her  arm 
affected  her  head.”  "No,  That  is  impossible.”  "Did 
you  look  to  see  if  she  had  a  fever?”  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Parker. 

"She  hasn’t  got  a  fever,”  replied  Mr.  Parker.  "It 
must  be  that  she  realized  that  she’s  not  a  child  anymore.” 

For  almost  a  week  everything  in  the  Parker  house¬ 
hold  was  abnormal.  Sue  no  longer  slid  down  the  ban¬ 
nister  or  ran  in  and  out  with  baseball  bats  and  gloves, 
but  came  graciously  down  the  stairs  quite  wrapped  up 
in  her  thoughts  and  never  had  a  piece  of  sport’s  equip¬ 
ment  in  her  hands.  Things  were  so  peaceful  that  even 
neighbors  remarked  about  it.  Friday  afternoon,  Sue, 
with  her  mother,  entered  Doctor  Clark’s  office.  "I  think 
Sue  is  sick,  Doctor,  because  she  hasn’t  been  acting  nor¬ 
mal  since  she  hurt  herself  playing  baseball  last  Sunday.” 

'  Oh!  really!  Well,  young  lady,  let  me  have  a  look 


at  you.”  After  a  thorough  examination,  Doctor  Clark 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  she  had  Spring  Fever. 


"Spring  Fever!  Are  you  sure  Doctor?  The  only 
time  Sue  looks  at  a  boy  twice  is  when  she’s  pitching  a 
baseball  or  passing  a  football  to  him.” 

"No,  I’m  pretty  sure  that  she’s  got — what  is  it  the 
younger  generation  says — a  crush  on  some  handsome 
young  man!” 

"I  don’t  know  if  I  like  this  idea  or  not.  Why,  ever 
since  she  has  been  going  to  high  school  I’ve  wished  she 
would  go  to  the  school  dances  and  take  an  interest  in 
boys,  but  now  I  don’t  know.”  said  Mrs.  Parker. 

"On,  I  think  you’ll  get  over  that  feeling  after  helping 
your  daughter  get  ready  for  a  dance  or  a  date.  You 
know  she  is  a  fairly  attractive  girl.”  replied  the  doctor. 

"I  really  never  thought  I’d  see  the  day,  Doctor,'  but 
you  never  can  tell  can  you?” 

That  evening  at  supper  Mrs.  Parker  related  the  day’s 
happenings  to  her  husband,  and  Bobby  exclaimed,  "I 
know  who  she’s  dreamy  about!” 

"Who?  Where  does  he  come  from?  What’s  he 
like?  How  did  Sue  meet  him?  Speak  up,  son.”  Were 
the  questions  put  to  him. 

"One  question  at  a  time,  please.  His  name  is  Tom 
Davis  and  he  lives  over  on  Center  Street.  He’s  fairly 
good-looking.  Sue  met  him  when  she  slid  into  second 
base  last  Sunday.  He  was  playing  second  base  and  the 
both  of  them  went  down.  Tom  landed  right  in  her 
lap  and  when  he  picked  her  up,  they  looked  at  each 
other  queerly.  Sue  even  apologized  and  that  was  the 
first  time  I’ve  ever  seen  her  do  that.  She  usually  starts 
an  argument.” 

"Well,  Doctor  Clark  was  right  Arthur,”  said  Mrs. 
Parker.  Just  then  the  phone  rang.  "I’ll  get  it,  Dad,” 
said  Bobby.  He  answered  it  and  then  called,  "It’s  for 
you,  Sue.”  Sue  came  down  stairs  and  picked  up  the 
phone.  "Hello.  Yes,  this  is  Sue.  Who?  Oh! 
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Tommy!  The  movies?  Love  to.  Around  Seven? 
Fine.  Good  By.”  Hanging  up  the  receiver,  she  turned 
and  said,  "I’m  going  to  the  movies  tonight,  mom,  all 
right?”  "Yes,  of  course,  you  may  go  dear,”  was  the 
reply.  Sue  skipped  gaily  up  the  stairs.  "Well,  I’m 
glad  she’s  happy  again,”  said  Mrs.  Parker,  "maybe  there 
will  be  a  little  more  excitement  around  here  again.” 

In  about  an  hour  and  half  at  exactly  7:10,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Arthur  Parker  watched  their  daughter  Sue  go  down 
the  walk  with  a  young  man  named  Tom.  Mr.  Parker, 
turning  to  his  wife,  said,  "Well,  I  guess  we  have  a 
daughter  in  our  house  now.” 

Carol  Wiggin,  ’52. 


DID  JUSTICE  TRIUMPH? 

"Honestly,  William  Bradford,  you  are  utterly  dis¬ 
gusting,”  said  Betty  Roberts  as  she  and  her  boyfriend 
were  walking  home  from  the  drugstore  one  day  late 
in  August,  1949. 

"Next  week  football  practice  will  be  starting  again. 
For  goodness  sakes,  why  don’t  you  get  "hep”  and  try 
out  for  the  team?” 

"Joe  Thompson  and  Bob  Sawyer  are  going  to  try  to 
get  on  the  team  this  year.  Why  can’t  you? 

"Betty,”  said  Bill  firmly,  "I’ve  told  you  many  times 
before  that  I  have  to  help  my  father  in  the  store.  I 
don’t  have  any  time  to  go  out  for  football,  and  besides 
what  do  I  care  if  Joe  and  Bob  are  on  the  team?” 

"Well.”  said  Betty,  "they  are  your  best  friends  and  I 
should  think  you  would  want  to  be  on  the  team  if  they 
are.  You  should  be  on  an  athletic  team.  Everybody 
admires  an  athlete.  I  want  to  be  proud  of  you,  and  I 
certainly  will  be  if  you  can  shine  on  the  team.” 

"That’s  all  you  are  thinking  about,  your  pride,  isn’t 
it,”  said  Bill  angrily.  "If  you  can’t  be  proud  of  me 
just  the  way  I  am,  I  don’t  see  why  you  like  me.” 

"Bill,  how  dare  you  talk  to  me  like  that?”  demanded 
Betty. 

*  "Well,”  Bill  argued,  "it  is  true,  isn’t  it?  As  I  have 
said  I  just  don’t  have  the  time  for  sports  and  if  I  did, 
I  wouldn’t  have  time  for  anything  else.  Dad  insists  I 
help  him  in  the  store.  He  needs  me  because  it  would 
cost  him  too  much  money  to  hire  a  man,  and  why  should 
he  when  I  am  perfectly  able  to  help  him?” 

As  they  continued  arguing,  they  discovered  they  were 
at  the  corner  of  the  street  on  which  Betty  lived.  Bill 
didn’t  walk  her  all  the  way  home  today  because  his 
father  wanted  him  down  at  the  store  at  two  o’clock  and 
it  was  already  one-forty-five.  Bill  said  "good-by,”  but 
Betty  was  so  disgusted,  she  wouldn’t  speak  to  him. 

Bill  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  jaunted  down  the 
street.  He  was  thinking  to  himself  "Just  who  does  she 
think  she  is  anyway  that  she  can’t  even  speak  to  any¬ 
body?” 

"Just  like  a  woman,  I  always  say,  they  want  their 
men  to  be  a  hero  of  some  kind  so  they  can  be  flattered. 


After  all,  we  men  are  only  human.  1 11  show  her  a 
thing  or  two.” 

Meanwhile,  Betty  turned  around  to  watch  him  fade 
out  of  sight,  this  had  become  a  habit  with  her. 

As  she  watched  his  tall,  well-built  frame  and  brown 
curly  hair  disappear  from  view  she  sighed,  "Just  the 
type  for  a  football  player.” 

Walking  up  the  street,  she  remembered  that  last  year 
football  season  time,  when  her  girl  friends,  Alice  and 
Jeanne,  had  taunted  her  with  their  incessant  bragging 
about  the  athletic  ability  of  their  boy  friends. 

Alice  would  say,  "My  Bob  intercepted  a  pass  and 
gained  so  many  yards  setting  up  an  important  play. 
Betty  could  just  imagine  what  it  would  be  like  this  year. 

"Oh,  well,”  she  sighed,  "I  will  just  have  to  keep  after 
him,  and  maybe  I  can  get  him  to  change  his  mind. 

When  Betty  came  to  her  house,  she  walked  to  the 
back  door  and  then  proceeded  with  her  usual  routine. 

First  she  shouted  "Hi  Mom  then  she  would  drop 
her  books  on  the  kitchen  table  and  go  to  the  refrigerator 
to  see  if  there  was  anything  she  felt  like  eating. 

Mrs.  Roberts  came  downstairs  saying,  Don  t  forget 
to  hang  up  your  clothes  and  for  goodness  sakes, ^  Betty, 
bring  those  books  upstairs  to  your  room.  I  won  t  have 
this  kitchen  cluttered  with  trash! 

"Mother,  I  wish  my  teachers  could  hear  what  you 
are  calling  those  books,”  declared  Betty. 

"Just  the  same,”  said  Mrs.  Roberts,  I  want  you  to  go 
to  your  room  immediately.” 

"But  mother,  can’t  I  eat  first?  asked  Betty. 

"You  heard  me,  Betty”  said  her  mother  firmly.  I 
want  you  to  do  as  I  told  you  to  do. 

Betty  scampered  upstairs  landing  on  alternate  steps. 
She  had  always  done  this,  and  the  fact  that  she  was 
growing  up  did  not  change  her  habit. 

After  putting  away  her  belongings,  she  came  down¬ 
stairs  to  eat  her  lunch  and  to  talk  to  her  mother  about 
the  events  of  her  school  day. 

Later  on  that  evening,  Alice  Benson,  one  of  Betty  s 
closest  friends  called  her  on  the  telephone. 

She  sounded  very  excited  as  she  blurted  out  the  news 
to  Betty. 

"Betty,  do  you  know  what  happened? 

"No,  tell  me,”  replied  Betty  anxiously. 

"Well,  my  boy  friend,  Joe,  walked  home  with  Bill 
today,  and  they  were  talking  about  football. 

"That,  I  cannot  understand  when  you  are  speaking  of 
William  Henry  Porter  Bradford,  Junior,”  said  Betty 
sarcastically. 

"Well,  wait  until  you  hear  this,  Betty!”  Alice  said, 
"Joe  said  that  Bill  had  persuaded  his  father  to  let  him 
stop  working  during  the  football  season,  and  that  he 
was  going  to  start  practice  with  the  boys  next  week. 

"Oh  really,”  said  Betty,  "that’s  music  to  my  ears,  I 
wonder  why  he  didn’t  call  me  up  to  tell  me.  Thanks 
very  much  for  the  information,  Alice;  I  have  to  say 
"good  by”  now  because  supper  is  almost  ready.  1 11  see 
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you  later,  and  thanks  again. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  Bill  didn’t  call  for  a  long  time  after 
that  and  Betty  never  happened  to  meet  him. 

In  one  of  the  most  important  games  of  the  season 
Bill  proved  to  be  the  hero  of  the  game.  After  the  game, 
when  the  high  school  crowd  was  at  the  drugstore, 
Betty  eyed  Bill  with  a  group  of  boys  he  chummed  with. 

She  wanted  everybody  to  know  that  the  boy  who  was 
the  hero  of  the  day  was  her  boy  friend,  so  she  walked 
over  to  the  group  where  Bill  was  being  admired. 

She  joyfully  said,  "Hello-o-o  Bill  dear!  How  is  my 
favorite  boy  friend?” 

Bill,  who  was  very  unimpressed  by  this  greeting 
because  of  the  glory  he  had  already  enjoyed  today, 
said  in  a  very  cool  voice  to  the  embarrassed  Betty, 
"Betty  Roberts,  the  last  time,  if  you  recall,  that  I  said 
"good  by”  to  you,  you  wouldn’t  even  speak  to  me  because 
I  had  done  nothing  to  make  you  proud  of  me.  You 
seem  to  want  to  speak  to  me  when  I  am  in  the  social 
highlights.  That  type  of  girl  doesn’t  appeal  to  me. 
Besides  as  I  have  said  before  if  I  go  out  for  sports  and 
keep  up  on  my  homework  I  won’t  have  time  for  any¬ 
thing  else.  Especially  girls  like  you!” 

Eunice  Murphy,  ’51. 


THE  THANKSGIVING  MYSTERY 

Sixteen  year  old  Pat  Marshall  was  only  seven  when 
her  parents  had  died,  and  ever  since  the  tragedy,  she 
had  lived  at  Middleton  Boarding  School  for  girls. 
Simon  Marshall,  her  great  uncle,  was  her  guardian, 
but  she  knew  almost  nothing  about  him,  except  that  he 
owned  a  factory  and  had  a  home  called  "Hillcrest.” 

Thanksgiving,  when  all  the  other  girls  went  home, 
was  a  lonely  time  for  Pat.  But  this  year,  Ann  Ronson 
had  to  stay  at  school  too,  because  of  illness  at  home. 
Ann  was  her  room-mate,  and  they  had  decided  to  be 
lonely  together  when  a  surprising  letter  came.  It  was 
from  Pat’s  Uncle  Simon,  asking  her  to  spend  Thanks¬ 
giving  at  Hillcrest  and  to  bring  a  friend  if  she  wished. 

Ann  went  with  her.  They  were  met  at  the  station  by 
a  chauffeur  and  driven  to  a  beautiful  house.  Mrs.  Ross, 
the  housekeeper,  seemed  polite,  but  not  very  pleased 
about  having  children  around. 

While  they  were  in  their  rooms,  an  elderly  lady 
came  in.  She  was  pleasant  and  friendly  and  they  liked 
her  at  once.  Then,  suddenly  they  heard  a  man’s  voice 
downstairs. 

"It’s  Mr.  Marshall,”  said  the  elderly  lady.  She  added, 
as  if  to  herself,  "He  must  not  see  me  here!”  and  scur¬ 
ried  away.  Then  Uncle  Simon  came  to  the  door.  The 
elderly  lady  had  seemed  so  frightened  at  the  thought  of 
seeing  Uncle  Simon,  that  the  girls  half  expected  to  see 
an  ogre.  So  they  were  surprised  when  they  saw  a 
kindly,  white-haired,  gentleman. 

After  they  were  introduced,  the  three  of  them  talked 
for  awhile  and  then  Simon  showed  them  the  house.  He 
showed  them  every  room  except  for  one,  and  this  he 
passed  as  if  it  were  not  even  there. 


After  dinner  Ann  and  Pat  went  upstairs,  as  Simon 
had  to  attend  some  sort  of  meeting.  When  they  entered 
their  room,  a  maid  was  turning  down  the  beds,  and  they 
soon  learned  that  her  name  was  Susie.  Pat  decided 
to  ask  her  about  the  elderly  lady.  At  first  Susie  seemed 
puzzled  but  then  said,  "You  must  mean  Anna,  the  new 
kitchen  maid.  But  I  don’t  know  what  she  was  doing 
up  here.” 

Then  Susie  left,  and  as  they  were  tired  they  soon 
went  to  sleep.  It  was  hours  later  when  Pat  suddenly 
woke  up.  She  heard  footsteps  out  in  the  hall  and  very 
quietly  opened  her  door.  There  was  Anna  coming  out 
of  the  mysterious  room. 

Suddenly  Ann’s  sleepy  voice  called,  "Pat,  is  that  you?” 
At  the  sound  the  elderly  lady  vanished  down  the  back 
stairs  like  a  ghost. 

Next  morning  it  seemed  merely  like  a  dream,  and 
when  Pat  told  Ann  about  it,  Ann  replied  it  must  have 
been  her  imagination.  Then  they  walked  down  the 
hall  and  stopped  in  front  of  the  room.  Suddenly  Ann 
stopped  and  picked  up  a  locket  with  the  initial  A  on 
the  outside.  "There,”  Pat  said,  "It  is  hers,  because  her 
name  is  Anna  and  she  must  have  dropped  it  last  night.” 
Suddenly  Mrs.  Lewis  appeared  at  the  stairs  and  asked 
if  there  was  anything  she  could  do  for  them.  They 
asked  her  if  they  could  see  the  room,  but  she  said,  "No 
one  has  a  key  except  Mr.  Marshall,  and  no  one  is  allowed 
to  enter.” 

Pat  and  Ann  looked  at  each  other  curiously.  Anna 
too,  must  have  a  key,  or  how  could  she  have  gone  in 
and  out  last  night?  And  why  did  she  do  it?  This 
was  all  very  puzzling,  but  the  girls  knew  better  than  to 
ask  questions. 

That  night  Pat  and  Ann  went  up  in  the  attic  with 
Simon.  Up  there  they  saw  many  quaint  and  pretty 
dolls.  "They  were  my  wife’s,”  said  Simon.  For  a 
moment  he  stood  motionless,  then  added,  "She  collected 
dolls.”  He  then  picked  up  a  portrait  in  an  oval  frame 
"Is  that  her  picture?”  Pat  asked  eagerly.  "Yes,”  he 
answered.  The  girl  had  a  sweet  face,  and  beautiful 
hair.  But  there  was  something  else,  around  her  neck 
hung  a  locket  with  the  letter  A.  "We  were  parted  by 
a  foolish  quarrel  many  years  ago.  I  never  knew  what 
became  of  her.”  "You’d  made  up  the  quarrel  if  you 
could  find  her  now,  wouldn’t  you?”  Pat  cried.  She 
understood  everything  now.  The  locked  room  was  her 
room,  and  she  could  go  into  it  because  she  had  a  key. 
Then  she  added  excitedly,  ”1  know  where  she  is.  She 
works  here.”  But  before  she  could  finish  Simon  had 
gone  hurrying  down  the  stairs;  that  is  why  this  Thanks¬ 
giving  has  been  the  best  one  Ann  and  I  ever  had — 
because  Anna  was  his  wife.  She  had  come  back,  old 
and  homeless,  three  weeks  ago  and  had  been  keeping 
out  of  Simon’s  sight  ever  since. 

But  now  she  is  mistress  of  the  house,  and  always  will 
be.  Pat  is  going  to  live  with  them  instead  of  going 
back  to  school.  Yes,  tomorrow  would  be  Thanksgiving, 
and  now  she  truly  had  cause  to  be  thankful. 

Donna  Flood,  ’52. 
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SOLEMN  MOMENTS 

Don’t  you  like  to  hear  the  familiar  refrain 
Of  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  at  football  games? 

While  Old  Glory  is  rippling,  starry  and  bright? 
And  the  crowds  stand  silent,  beholding  the  sight? 

The  football  teams,  that  on  the  field 
Will  soon  be  foes,  now  waiting,  seem 

Like  knights  of  old.  Their  helmets  doffed 
Before  the  fray,  saluting  they  pause — 

Before  the  trumpets'  challenging  shout — 

Before  the  exuberant,  cheering  crowds! 

Patricia  Knaide,  ’51 


HOT— ROD 

The  HOT — ROD  runs  at  precipitate  speed 
Straight  into  danger. 

"Dare  -devils” 

On  highways  and  country  roads 
Give  the  Devil  a  chance  for  an  evil  smirk. 
Danger 
Hazard 
Jeopardy 
Peril 
Risk 

Death  rides  the  wheel 
Beside  the  yonker 

Who  pays  such  a  fantastic  price  for  a  thrill. 

The  Junk-yard,  Bub, 

Is  the  place  for  your  HOT — ROD. 

Are  you  sure  it  isn’t  the  place  for  you? 

June  Swanson,  ’52 


GOLDEN  RULE  DAYS 

School  days  long  ago  were  dear, 

When  pupils  walked  from  far  and  near 

To  learn  to  cipher,  read  and  spell, 

How  wide  and  deep  to  build  a  well. 


And  how  to  speak,  what  not  to  say — 

Things  go  quite  differently  today. 

Classes  were  held  in  one  small  room, 

Furnished  with  benches,  and  bucket  and  broom. 

No  water  bubblers  in  each  long  hall, 

Just  pegs  for  coats,  no  lockers  at  all. 

But  if  books  were  worn  and  shabby  with  age, 
Knowledge  was  gleamed  from  every  page. 

Grace  Butler,  ’52 


THE  TURN  OF  THE  YEAR 

October  is  upon  us, 

And  leaves  are  falling  fast. 

The  geese  are  flying  southward 

for  they  know  that  summer’s  past. 

Once  more  it’s  time  for  nutting, 
for  apples,  grapes  and  fun, 

Hallowe’en  is  here  again 

with  goblins  on  the  run. 

And  then  will  be  Thanksgiving, 
with  turkey  golden-brown, 

And  all  the  happy  children 

the  table  running  ’round. 

Snow  and  cold  will  threaten, 

but  still  we  shall  have  cheer, 

For  Christmas  will  be  ’round  again, 
and  then  a  brand  New  Year. 

Marilyn  Garrity,  ’51 


The  Poetry  Department  making  an  analysis  of  their 
work. 
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PRIVILEGE 

It’s  nice  to  know  you  have  a  friend, 

One  on  whom  you  can  depend. 

When  you  would  a  favor  ask, 

Gratefully  he’ll  try  the  task. 

And  should  this  friend  your  aid  require, 

Or  a  helping  hand  desire, 

You’ll  not  hesitate  nor  hedge, 

For  this  is  Friendship’s  privilege. 

Dorothy  Bartlett,  ’52 


ALGEBRA 

Pluses  and  minuses  every  day 
Taught  to  us  in  every  way, 

Make  me  ratiocinate  for  weary  hours, 
Contemplating  a  litany  like  the 
names  of  strange  flowers. 

These  are  factors — those  are  terms, 

Alas!  To  me  they  are  just,  plain  germs. 
Pratice  this!  Remember  that! 

Can  I  analogize  quantum, 
sumation, 

quadratics, 

dimensional  and  likewise 
alloquat! 

Pauline  Jordan,  ’52 


NIVEOUS 

After  summer  and  after  fall 
After  the  month  of  nothing  at  all, 

Comes  winter. 

First  the  north  wind  starts  to  blow 
And  later  falls  the  feathery  snow 
A — glitter. 

Each  snowflake  like  a  jewelled  star 
Frail  and  fragile  travels  far 
Toward  earth. 

And  overnight  the  darkened  street 
Becomes  a  fairyland  retreat 
Of  white  turf. 

Shell  ah  Feinberg,  ’53 


ROZINANTE 

Ho  for  a  ride  in  a  Model  A 
Its  seats  as  soft  as  a  bale  of  hay 

You  ride  a  mile- — you  push  a  mile — 

She  finally  trembles  and  starts  to  go. 

Now  is  the  time  for  a  tire  to  blow. 

You  fix  the  flat  with  a  weary  smile. 

But  you  own  the  world  when  it’s  underway — 
The  world  and  its  roads  in  your  Model  A. 

Richard  Kelley,  ’51 


BRAVO 

Loud  and  hoarse  the  crowd  did  cheer. 

It  was  the  last  game  of  the  year, 

With  minutes  left  in  which  to  play, 

And  gloomy  substitute  to  say: 

"If  he’d  just  let  me  in  there  now, 

I’d  take  that  ball  and  show  them  how 

To  run  with  it  and  break  the  tie. 

I  know  I’d  make  it,  do  or  die!” 

The  coach  turned  restive  from  the  game: 

"Get  in  there,  Joe,  and  try  for  fame.” 

The  first  play  called  was  "End  around.” 

"Now,”  thought  Joe,  "I’ll  gain  some  ground.” 

Clutching  the  pigskin  he  dashed  away, 

No  foeman  tried  his  rush  to  stay, 

"Wonder  what’s  happened  to  their  defense?” 
Couldn’t  be  me,  that’s  being  dense!” 

As,  panting,  Joe  the  end  zone  reached. 

His  team-mates  from  the  mid-field  screeched, 

"You’ve  certainly  gained  your  fame  today 
But  you  ran  your  Touchdown  the  opposite  way!” 


PALETTE 

The  trees  sway  softly  in  the  Autumn  wind, 
Displaying  their  hues  in  a  beautiful  blend. 

Of  gorgeous  colors,  in  elegant  masses, 

Which  nothing  else  on  earth  surpasses. 

The  Master  Painter  in  vein  and  leaf, 

His  intricate  Design  achieves. 

For  God,  and  He  alone,  can  draw, 

This  grace  that  fills  our  hearts  with  awe. 

Anastasia  Finnegan,  ’51 


PARADIGMS 

The  students  are  all  spellbound 
Their  eyes  are  open  wide 
(What  happens  when  two  angles 
Will  have  a  common  side? ) 

Miss  Salmon  radiates  her  calm 

While  reaching  for  her  slide, 
Determined  to  bisect  all  solid  heads 
And  inscribe  some  facts  inside. 

Her  task  is  great — gigantic — 

The  theorem  is  askew, 

And  postulate  and  corollary 
Are  clear  to  very  few. 

So  when  the  hour  is  over 
We’re  ready  to  agree 
It  will  take  our  full  attention 
To  learn  geometry. 


Estelle  Frisone,  ’53 
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ACTIVITIES 


YEARBOOK 

This  year’s  Yearbook,  well  on  its  way  to  its  fifth 
successful  year  of  publication,  is  again  in  the  very  cap¬ 
able  hands  of  Miss  Margaret  Burke,  who  has  successfully 
succeeded  in  cutting  corners  everywhere  in  order  to  meet 
printer’s  prices  and  still  keep  our  price  down.  She  has 
had  willing  help  from  every  member  of  the  staff,  whose 
leader,  Editor-in-chief  Helen  Triantafilou,  has  also 
done  a  wonderful  job.  These  hard  and  willing  workers 
are: 

Editor-in-chief 
Assistant  Editor 
Business  Manager 
Literary  Editors 


Treasurer 

Advertising  Editors 


Photography  Editor 
Art  Editors 

Typists 

Junior  Representatives 

Bernard  McLaughlin 


Helen  Triantafilou 
Francis  Masse 
Edward  Morris 
Rochelle  Levine 
Ellen  Lyons 
Robert  Scire 
Pearl  Ray 
Alfred  Potter 
Sonja  Lovgren 
Earl  Adams 
Dorothy  Dobbins 
Anna  Koniares 
Margaret  Thomas 
Charles  Forrester 
Beverly  Phinney 
John  Seminatore 
Mary  Golden 
Ruth  Doherty 
Blanche  Hanlon 


TWENTY-FIVE  YEARS  AGO  IN  THE 
“REFLECTOR” 

Twenty-five  years  ago,  the  "Reflector,”  in  plain  white 
cover,  came  out  slightly  smaller  than  the  present  one. 
Contained  in  it  were  8V2  pages  of  advertising,  centered 
in  the  front  and  back.  The  copy  was  much  the  same 
as  is  the  "Reflector”  today,  and  it  seems  that  even  in 
1925,  they  had  a  lack  of  school  spirit!  All  in  all,  the 
"Reflector”  has  grown  quite  a  bit,  both  in  length  and 
in  quality. 


THE  VARSITY  DANCE 

At  8  p.  m.  on  November  17,  1950,  the  high  school 
auditorium  was  the  scene  of  one  of  the  most  successful 
dances  held  here  for  a  long  time.  This  dance  was 


sponsored  by  the  combined  efforts  of  the  "Reflector” 
staff  and  the  Student  Council.  The  proceeds  were  used 
towards  more  and  better  assemblies. 

All  the  teachers  were  invited  to  attend,  and  those  who 
did  go  had  a  good  time.  The  music  was  provided  by 
Hamel  Cursetti  and  his  four  piece  orchestra,  who  kept 
the  dancers  lively  until  11:45  p.  m. 


BOSTON  GLOBE  EDITOR  S  PARTY 

On  December  1,  1950,  eleven  members  of  the 
"Reflector”  staff  went  to  the  Copley  Plaza  Hotel  in 
Boston  to  attend  the  Boston  Globe  Editor’s  Party.  The 
eleven  members  were  as  follows: 

Seniors:  Audrey  Worley 
Helen  O’Donnell 
Hazel  Batten 
Athene  Gianacopolis 
Juniors:  Mary  Veno 

Bonnie  Beukelman 
Donna  Flood 
Pauline  Jordan 
Rozanne  Hoyt 
Janet  Lundskog 
Jean  Lowcock 

Upon  arrival,  we  all  gathered  in  the  main  ballroom 
with  editors  from  other  high  schools  from  all  over 
Massachusetts.  Mr.  John  Taylor  of  the  Boston  Globe 
announced  the  coming  of  the  next  editor’s  party,  which 
will  be  in  mid  or  early  February  with  the  guest  speaker 
a  member  of  the  United  Nations.  This  party  will  also 
be  held  in  the  Copley  Plaza. 

Miss  Margaret  Webster,  currently  starring  in  "The 
Three  Sisters”  playing  at  the  Brattle  Street  Theatre,  was 
the  guest  speaker,  and  talked  about  life  behind  stage 
before  and  after  the  curtain  has  been  drawn.  She  has 
starred  in  many  plays,  been  in  a  few  movies,  and  has 
even  directed  a  few  operas,  among  them  "Don  Carlo.” 
She  says  that  as  a  director,  there  is  always  a  lot  of 
activity,  for  as  many  as  eight  operas  may  be  practicing 
in  the  same  place  at  the  same  time.  There  are  literally 
millions  of  people  always  looking  for  the  director’s 
time. 

When  she  was  asked  to  tell  which  she  perferred,  the 
stage  or  the  movies,  she  said  that  she  perferred  the  living 
stage  for  the  simple  reason  that  on  the  stage  you  can 
get  the  feeling  of  the  audience,  something  that  you  can’t 
succeed  in  doing  with  moving  pictures.  Also,  no  two 
performances  on  the  stage  are  ever  exactly  alike,  and  the 
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player  is  always  at  his  best  trying  to  get  his  feelings 
through  to  the  audience. 

As  Miss  Webster  was  in  a  hurry  to  get  back  to  her 
theatre  to  get  ready  for  her  performance,  we  had  no  time 
for  an  interview,  but  we  did  learn  the  following  facts 
from  her  remarks  at  the  beginning  of  her  speech: 

She  is  the  daughter  of  Dame  May  Witty  of  the 
movies,  and  never  had  to  bother  with  stage  fright,  as 
she  was  brought  up  in  the  stage.  She  learned  to  read 
Shakespeare  at  a  very  early  age,  and  has  a  genuine  liking 
for  his  work,  saying  that  Shakespeare’s  main  idea  was  to 
entertain,  as  he  wrote  mainly  for  his  audience,  which 
was  a  lot  tougher  job  then  than  it  is  today.  He  had 
no  inclination  that  his  work  would  someday  be  in  print 
and  read  by  millions  of  people. 

After  her  hurried  departure,  cokes,  tea,  and  cake  and 
ice  cream  were  given  out  to  the  guests,  after  which  the 
party  broke  up,  having  been  enjoyed  by  everyone.  We 
hope  you  readers  have  enjoyed  reading  about  the  party 
as  much  as  we  have  enjoyed  attending  and  writing  it. 


The  favorite  vocal  groups  they  presented  were: 

1.  Ames  Brothers  154 

2.  Ink  Spots  87 

3.  Andrew  Sisters  79 

The  favorite  female  vocalists  presented  were: 

1.  Doris  Day  141 

2.  Patti  Page  71 

3.  Dinah  Shore  48 

The  favorite  male  vocalists  presented  were: 


1. 

Perry  Como 

125 

2. 

Frankie  Lane 

73 

Vaughn  Monroe 

73 

3. 

Bing  Crosby 

67 

The  favorite  bands  presented 

were: 

1. 

Guy  Lombardo 

124 

2. 

Ralph  Flanagan 

107 

3. 

Vaughn  Monroe 

84 

ARMISTICE  DAY  PROGRAM 


Audrey  Worley,  ’51. 


WOBURN  HIGH  REFLECTOR  POLL 

The  "Reflector”  music  poll,  taken  to  determine  the 
favorite  songs  of  the  members  of  Woburn  High,  was 
taken  on  Monday,  October  30,  1950,  and  presented  on 
station  WMEX  on  Friday,  November  3,  1950,  with 
seven  members  of  the  "Reflector”  staff  representing 
Woburn  High.  The  seven  who  went  in  were  as  fol¬ 
lows: 

1.  Beverly  McCall,  Senior 

2.  Peter  Duran,  Senior 

3.  Paul  Hathaway,  Senior 

4.  Athene  Gianacopolis,  Senior 

5.  Frances  Foly,  Junior 

6.  June  Figucia,  Junior 

7.  Anne  Gianacopolis,  Sophomore 


The  songs  they  presented 
follows: 

on  the  program 

were 

1. 

"Can  Anyone  Explain” 

Ames  Brothers 

192 

2. 

"All  My  Love” 

Patti  Page 

188 

3. 

"Harbor  Lights” 

Sammy  Kaye 

183 

4. 

"Orange  Colored  Sky” 

Betty  Hutton 

183 

5. 

"Mona  Lisa” 

King  Cole 

170 

6. 

"Tzena,  Tzena” 

Gordie  Jenkins 

142 

7. 

"Good  Night,  Irene” 

Gordie  Jenkins 

120 

8. 

"Sentimental  Me” 

Ames  Brothers 

118 

9. 

"Patricia” 

Perry  Como 

117 

"Nevertheless” 

Ralph  Flanagan 

117 

10. 

"Sam’s  Song” 

Bing  Crosby 

114 

11. 

"Mr.  Touchdown,  U.  S. 

A.” 

Hugo  Winterhalter 

110 

12. 

"A  Bushel  and  a  Peck” 

Perry  Como 

103 

I  Cross  My  Fingers” 

Perry  Como 

103 

On  Friday,  November  10,  1950,  the  Armistice  Day  Pro¬ 
gram  was  held  during  the  fourth  period  to  commemorate 
the  signing  of  the  Armistice  thirty-two  years  ago,  which 
brought  the  end  of  World  War  1.  This  year’s  program 
progressed  with  the  Flag  Salute  led  by  Earl  Adams,  the 
Senior  Class  president.  Mr.  William  Roche  made  the 
opening  remarks,  and  after  the  "Doxology”  was  sung 
by  the  assembly,  he  introduced  the  following  program: 


"In  Flanders  Field” 

"Roses  of  Picardy” 

"Victory  Bells" 

"Over  There” 

"Marine’s  Hymn” 

"America’s  Welcome  Home” 
"Our  Lady  of  Fatima” 


Grace  Butler 
Guy  Rotondo 
Grace  Holloran 
The  Orchestra 
The  Assembly 
Katherine  Miggos 
Pauline  Verrechy 


The  guest  speakers  were  Walter  Doherty  of  the 
American  Legion,  Edward  R.  Rogers,  Vice-Commander 
of  the  American  Legion,  who  spoke  of  the  "Tide  of 
Toys”  going  to  the  children  in  war-torn  European 
countries,  and  Willard  Booker,  Commander  of  the 
American  Legion,  who  spoke  on  war  weapons,  giving 
the  history  of  the  hand  grenade,  as  well  as  passing 
around  a  cross-section  of  one. 

The  program  closed  with  the  playing  of  "Taps." 


THANKSGIVING  DAY  PROGRAM 

In  solemn  remembrance  of  the  first  Thanksgiving,  a 
Thanksgiving  Day  Program  was  held  in  the  auditorium 
on  November  22,  1950,  with  our  Principal,  Orel  M. 
Bean,  reading  the  Bible  and  leading  the  assembly  in  the 
Lord’s  Prayer,  after  which  Earl  Adams  led  the  Flag 
Salute.  "Prayer  of  Thanksgiving”  was  sung  by  the 
assembly,  and  the  program  then  progressed  as  follows: 
"Thanksgiving  Day”  Athene  Gianacopolis 
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Bless  This  House”  Beverly  Phinney 

"The  Lord  Was  Their  Shepherd”  Katherine  Miggos 
"A  Psalm  of  Thanksgiving”  Nancy  Parker 

My  People  Came  to  This  Country”  Francis  Masse 
"Holy  God,  We  Praise  Thy  Name"  The  Assembly 

Peter  Coccoluto  closed  the  program  with  "Prayer  of 
Thanksgiving.” 


DRUM  MAJORETTES 

Here  is  another  group  of  very  active  girls,  led  by 
Dorothy  Wescott  and  Theresa  Clancy.  They  practice 
with  the  band,  and  perform  with  them  as  a  part  of  them. 
They  have  done  a  wonderful  job  forming  W's  on  the 
field  and  working  with  those  batons  in  the  coldest  of 
weather. 


BAND 

This  group,  which  is  not  as  active  at  this  time  of  the 
year,  is  very  active  during  the  football  season.  Although 
the  turnout  wasn’t  exceptionally  large  this  year,  it  was 
sufficiently  large  to  provide  a  very  good  showing  at  all 
the  football  games.  Their  practicing  every  day  cer¬ 
tainly  showed  when  they  took  over  the  field  during  the 
halves  of  the  games  both  here  and  on  the  road. 


ORCHESTRA 

The  orchestra  is  again  under  the  very  able  leadership 
of  Mr.  Edson  Kimball.  This  active  group  provides 
the  music  for  all  the  school  assemblies,  and  many  out¬ 
side  (activities.  They  practice  in  the  high  school 
auditorium  once  or  twice  a  week,  and  have  done  a 
commendable  job  so  far  this  year. 


SENIOR  DANCE 

With  the  attendance  of  a  fairly  large  crowd  on 
December  8,  1950,  the  school  auditorium  was  the  scene 
of  a  very  successful  Senior  Dance.  The  guests  of  the 
students  were  all  very  graciously  introduced  to  the 
dancers  by  the  ushers  just  before  the  Grand  March, 
which  started  at  8:45  p.  m.  The  music  was  provided 
by  Ted  Marshall  and  his  Orchestra,  who  did  a  very 
good  job.  Wearing  a  pink  and  blue  net  gown  over 
white  taffeta,  with  a  brocaded  bodice,  Ellen  Lyons  made 
a  very  attractive  Prom  Queen,  an  honor  which  is  given 
to  one  of  the  girls  attending  the  dance  every  year. 


CHEERLEADERS 

The  cheerleaders,  in  their  smart  black  and  orange 
uniform,  have  done  a  wonderful  job  of  cheering  at  the 


football  games.  They  have  also  taken  over  the  basket¬ 
ball  games,  and  have  done  a  good  job  so  far  in  that  field 
of  endeavor. 

Lined  up,  they  sound  off  as  follows: 

SENIORS 

Co-captain  Carol  Mace 

Co-captain  Barbara  Boudreau 

Joanne  Fay 
Jeanne  Dever 
Barbara  Brogna 
Joan  Day 
JUNIORS 
Mary  Veno 
Blanche  Hanlon 
"Tootsie”  Scire 


HERALD-TRAVELER  SPELLING  BEE 

Although  this  has  not  as  yet  taken  place,  English 
teachers  of  Sophomore,  Junior,  and  Senior  pupils  are 
preparing  them  for  this  contest,  each  hoping  that  at  least 
one  of  his  pupils  will  be  a  homeroom  winner.  Towards 
the  end  of  the  month,  many  English  teachers  will  hold 
spelling  bees  in  their  English  classes  to  help  relieve  the 
tension  that  goes  with  such  a  venture.  The  Senior 
class’s  representative  last  year  at  the  state  contest  in 
Boston  was  Loretta  Figucia. 


REFLECTOR 

This  year  the  "Reflector”  has  a  very  capable  staff  of 
52,  who  have  tried  their  best  to  give  you  a  magazine 
that  you  will  enjoy  reading.  The  short  stories,  editor¬ 
ials,  and  other  features  were  all  written  by  members  of 
Woburn  High,  and  we  thank  all  of  you  who  contributed 
to  this  magazine  and  made  it  possible. 

The  staff  sold  banners  in  black  and  orange  lettering 
for  the  Woburn — Winchester  Thanksgiving  game. 
These  banners  went  over  very  well,  and  the  proceeds 
will  go  to  the  preparations  of  the  Reflector  Tea. 


STUDENT  COUNCIL 

The  Student  Council  has  done  another  good  job  this 
year,  its  officers  being  as  follows: 

President  Robert  Scire 

Vice  President  Pearl  Ray 

Secretary  Katherine  Miggos 

Treasure  Albert  Love 

This  council  has  met  with  success  in  its  effort  to  have 
music  in  the  cafeteria,  provided  by  the  juke  box  from 
the  office.  They  succeeded  in  getting  Raynaud,  the 
Magician,  a  very  able  magician  for  an  assembly  on 
December  8,  1950.  Working  with  the  Reflector,  a 
Varsity  dance  was  held,  the  proceeds  used  towards  more 
assemblies. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES 


GRADUATES  OF  1950 
Joseph  James  Airey — 5  &  10  Store,  Winchester. 
Robert  Michael  Amari — Plumbering  &  M.  I.  T. 
Drafting. 

Helen  Vera  Anderson — Edward  F.  Heiden,  Boston. 
Josephine  Ann  Anderson — Wholesome  Restaurant, 
Woburn. 

Fred  Willot  Andrews — Learning  Television  in  N.  J. 
David  Wesley  Banks — Shawmut  Bank,  Boston. 

Patricia  Barbas — John  Hancock — Burdett,  Nights. 
Joseph  Henry  Barch — N.  E.  Deaconess  Hospital,  Indus¬ 
trial  Technician  School,  Nights. 

Robert  Joseph  Barrucci — U.  S.  Navy. 

Angeline  Anne  Bavuso — J.  J.  Newberry’s,  Woburn. 
Vivian  Ruth  Beaton — Mahady,  Boston. 

Claire  Rose  Beauchamp — Mass.  Bonding  &  Insurance 
Co.,  Boston. 

Barbara  Rita  Bell — Bell  Telephone,  Boston. 

Helen  Cecile  Bigger — Radio  School,  Boston. 

Beverly  Ann  Bixby — Academy  Moderne — Working  at 
Stern’s. 

Rhodda  Mary  Blundell — J.  H.  Winn  Co.,  Winchester. 
Mary  Frances  Boudreau — Liberty  Mutual,  Boston. 

Joyce  Eloise  Boutwell — Whitehall  Co.  Limited,  Boston. 
Joan  Louise  Brady — Thayer  McNeil  Co.,  Boston. 

Alita  Mary  Breen — At  home. 

Barbara  Margery  Brittan — La  Newton  Hairdressing 
School. 

Josephine  Barbara  Brogna — Doctor  McDonough’s  office, 
Winchester. 

Fred  Colley  Brown — Marines. 

Leona  Gertrude  Brown — Watchhand,  Winchester. 
Robert  Carlton  Buote — Air  Force. 

Barbara  Louise  Burnes — Chandler  School,  Boston. 
William  Edward  Cail — Woburn  Wholesale  Produce  Co. 
James  Leo  Canada — Unemployed. 

James  David  Caplis — Johnson’s  Florists,  Woburn. 

Eugene  Stuart  Carter — Air  Force 

Basil  Cassanos — Beggs  &  Cobbs,  Winchester. 

Josephine  Christofero — -Natale  Dress  Co.,  Boston. 
Robert  Elias  Claflin,  Jr. — Stone  &  Webster,  Boston. 
Alfred  Francis  Clancy,  Jr. — Tufts  College,  Pre.  Med. 
Frances  Ann  Cloonan — Wilfred  Academy,  Hairdressing. 
Ralph  Stewart  Coakley — Unemployed. 

John  Francis  Cody,  Jr. — Boston  College. 

Shirley  Mae  Connors — Melrose  Hospital,  Melrose. 
Lorraine  Elizabeth  Cooke — Salem  Teachers  College. 
Carolyn  Frances  Corbett — Private  Sec.  at  Mass.  Gear  & 
Tool  Co.,  Woburn. 

Barbara  Ann  Corrigan — Lawrence  Memorial  Hospital, 
Edward  Thomas  Cossette — Navy. 

Pamela  Theresa  Cristaldi — 5  &  10  Store,  Winchester. 
Medford. 


Joseph  Francis  Curran — A  &  P. 

Helen  Barbara  Davidson — Jordan  Marsh,  Boston. 
Robert  Davis — U.  S.  Navy. 

Joanne  Marie  Deehan — Jordan  Marsh,  Boston. 

Rita  Ann  DeMonica — Contrompiter  School,  Boston. 
Joseph  Carl  DeSalvo — A  &  P,  Woburn. 

Carmen  Domenie  DiNardo — Woburn  Hide  &  Leather. 
Hugh  Kevan  Doherty — Unemployed.  Used  to  be  in 
Boston  Mutual  Ins.,  Boston. 

Bart  James  Donahue — Hatsfield  Sea  Food,  Woburn. 
Patricia  Ann  Donegan — Armstrong  Newstand,  North 
Station. 

Elaine  Dorothy  Erlandson — Burdett  College — Jordan 
Marsh. 

Robert  Francis  Farrey — Ratheon,  Waltham. 

John  Joseph  Figucia,  Jr. — Marilyn  Sandal  Co.,  Stone- 
ham. 

Cythnia  Ann  Finethy — Edgewood  Junior  College,  N.  Y. 
Richard  Allan  Finethy — G.  John  Rossi  Construction 
Co.,  Arlington. 

Catherine  Monica  Flaherty — Air  Force. 

Donald  Robert  Flaherty — Army. 

Lawrence  Peter  Flaherty — Marine  Corps. 

Theresa  Bridget  Flaherty— Browning  Laboratories, 
Winchester. 

Margaret  Elinore  Foley — Liberty  Mutual,  Boston. 

Paul  Robert  Foley — Murray  Leather  Co.,  Woburn. 
Jane  Foster — Federal  Reserve  Bank,  Boston. 

William  James  Foster,  Jr. — Beggs  &  Cobbs,  Winchester. 
Douglas  Carlton  Fuller — Lane  Construction,  Co. 

Frank  Ronald  Fuller — Stone  &  Webster,  Boston. 

Louis  Mario  Galante — Air  Force. 

Thomas  John  Galvin,  Jr. — Columbia  University,  N.  Y. 
Eugene  Gentile — Working  on  his  father’s  farm. 

Ruth  Mary  Gibson — Liberty  Mutual,  Boston. 

Lawrence  Joseph  Gilgun — Hunington  Prep. 

Jean  Gertrude  Gonsalves  — Employers  Group  Inc. 
Boston. 

Joan  Gordon — Southland  Bible  School,  Pickville, 
Kentucky. 

Francis  William  Gralton — 1st  National  Store,  Woburn. 
Mary  Elizabeth  Greaney — Browning  Laboratories, 

Winchester. 

John  Stephen  Grecco — Earlwin’s  Gas  Station,  Woburn. 
Stephen  Anthony  Grecco — Burlington  Machine  Shop. 
Palma  Ann  Guilli — J.  H.  Winn,  Winchester. 

Henry  Ronald  Hamilton — Lowell  Textile  Inst. 

Justina  Agnes  Hamilton- — Christie  McDonald’s,  Win¬ 
chester. 

Richard  Joseph  Hassett — N.  E.  U. 

Edith  Karen  Hede — Grant’s  Store,  Woburn. 

Grace  Marie  Hennelly — Schrafft’s  Charlestown. 

Helen  Theresa  Hession — Ucinitco  Co.,  Newton. 
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William  Henry  Hilbrunner — St.  Anslem’s,  N.  H. 
Carolyn  Mae  Hyldburg — Mount  Auburn  Hospital 
Donald  Erik  Jensen — Stone  &  Webster,  Boston. 

Audrey  Ruth  Johnson — United  Shoe  Machinery  Corp. 
Barbara  Edith  Johnson — Perry  Kindergarden  Normal 
School,  Boston. 

Roy  Herbert  Johnson — Hammond  Square  Grocery, 
Woburn. 

Sonja  Rey  Johnson — Post  Graduate  Raymond  P.  John¬ 
son,  Cambridge. 

John  Robert  Josephson — Stone  &  Webster,  Boston — 
Nights,  Bently  School  of  Accounting. 

William  Edward  Kane — A  &  P. 

Helen  Marie  Kenney — Comtometor  School,  Boston. 
Louis  Charles  Kiklis — Unemployed. 

Gertrude  Meredith  Langill — Ingersoll,  Winchester. 
Jeremiah  John  Langone — Schelzi  &  Hogan  Constr.  Co., 
Woburn. 

Henry  Tucker  Lawrence,  Jr. — Knox  Bros.,  Dodge  & 
Plymouth,  Somerville. 

James  Edward  Leavitt — Atlantic  Gelatin. 

Evangeline  Lichoulas — Living  in  Miami,  Fla. 

Barbara  Ann  Loeffler — Burdett  College,  Boston. 

Paul  Richard  Lunardo — Stoneham  Shoe  Factory. 

Phyllis  Marie  Lundberg — 1st  National  Bank,  Woburn. 
Joseph  Patrich  Mahoney — O’Hearne,  body  and  fender 
work,  painting. 

Maryrose  Malonson — 

Evelyn  Nora  Marchant — Office  staff  Winchester 

Hospital. 

Mary  Lucille  Marchant — Mount  Auburn  Hospital. 
Julia  Josephine  Marchese — White  Spot,  Woburn. 
Evelyn  Margaret  Martin — Arkwright  Fire  Insurance, 

Co.,  Boston. 

Joan  Edith  Matson — Loyal  Protective  Life  Inc.,  Boston. 
Joseph  Paul  McCaillion — A  &  P,  Woburn. 

James  Edward  McCarthy — Unemployed. 

Joan  Alice  McCauley — Powers  Modelling  School. 
Rubena  Margaret  McClay — Stearns  Inc.,  Boston. 
Elizabeth  Therese  McElhinney — Wool  worths  JStore, 
Woburn. 

John  Randolph  McGilvary — Joseph  Polack,  Inc., 
Dorchester. 

James  Samuel  McKee,  Jr. — Bushmich’s,  Woburn. 
Donald  Leo  McKinnon — Employer’s  Liability  Insurance 
Co.,  Boston. 

Charles  Edward  McLatchy — Governor  Dummer 
Academy. 

William  James  McManus — Unemployed,  used  to  work 
for  Driscoll  Const.,  Belmont. 

Marion  Louise  Melaragni — Wilcox  Inc.  Co. 

Ellen  Shirley  Millyan — Millyan  Construction,  secretary. 
Paul  Francis  Minghello — Corsett’s  Market,  Woburn. 
Donald  Martin  Munson — U.  S.  Navy. 

Marion  Murry — Fishers  or  Hichcock. 

Prudence  Claire  Napoli — Unemployed. 


Charles  Joseph  Natale — Intends  to  go  to  engineering 
school. 

Francis  Edward  Nett — N.  E.  U. 

Kenneth  Malcolm  Nilsson — A  &  P. 

Kathleen  Frances  O’Brien — 2nd  National  Bank,  Boston. 
John  Edward  O’Connor — Boston  &  Maine  R.  R.  Office. 
Lawrence  Joseph  O’Connor — Northeastern  University. 
Terrence  Reginald  O’Connor — John  Lennen  Remson, 
N.  J. 

Francis  Thomas  O’Hearne — Machine  Shop,  South 
Boston. 

Anthony  Francis  Pandolph — Unemployed. 

Helen  Rosaland  Pappas — Virginia,  Navy  Dept. 

Virginia  Mary  Pappas — Married. 

Arthur  Paras — Pratt  Inst,  of  Leather,  Tannery ,Techora- 
logy,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Richard  Arnold  Parker — 1st  National  Bank,  Boston. 
Lucy  Patricia  Pepe — Personal  Finance,  Woburn. 

Russell  Norman  Peterson — B.  &  M.  Apprentice  School, 
Billerica. 

Jeanne  Lorraine  Pierce— Liberty  Mutual,  Boston. 
Patricia  Jean  Power — John  Hancock,  Boston. 

Hilda  Claire  Qulitzsch— 1st  National  Bank,  Boston. 
Carol  Gertrude  Raftery — J.  H.  Winn. 

William  Earl  Ray — Wentworth  Institute,  Boston. 
Dolores  Ann  Rebal — Marilyn  Sandel  Corp.  Stoneham. 
James  Joseph  Reilly — Burdett  College,  A  &  P,  Boston. 
Marilyn  Gertrude  Rierdan — Mass.  Gear  &  Tool  Co., 
East  Woburn. 

Leo  Charles  Riley — Navy. 

Joseph  Thomas  Ross— Union  Gear  &  Machine  Co., 
Wakefield. 

Kenneth  Robert  Ryder — Wyoming  Motors,  Somerville. 
Frank  'Santo —  A  &  P,  Woburn. 

Gerard  Francis  Scalley — Times,  Woburn. 

Katherine  Skarmeas — B  &  Q  Associate  Theatre  Co., 
Astor  Theatre,  Boston. 

Paul  Joseph  Snider — Lumberman’s  Mutual  Inc. 
Charlotte  Ruth  Spear — Boston  Designe  School  of  Art. 
Kenneth  Paul  Spencer — Worker  for  father. 

Gloria  Ann  Sproviero — The  Chandler  School  for 
Women,  Boston. 

Edith  Joan  Starble — Edward  P.  Gigun  Inc.  Co. 
Norman  Francis  Strand — Navy. 

William  Lawrence  ‘Stukey — Boston  &  Maine  Railroad. 
Elizabeth  Marie  Sumner — Lincoln  Textile  Product, 
Boston. 

Lennart  Robert  Swanson — Franklin  Institute,  Boston 
for  electrican. 

David  Hughes  Sweeney — General  Electric,  Lynn. 
William  Joseph  Sweeney — Brandeis  College,  Waltham. 
Anthony  James  Tamilio — Stone  &  Webster,  Boston 
nights. 

Mary  Ann  Terwilliger — Boston  University. 

Charles  Federick  Upton — Times  Office,  Woburn. 

Rita  Ann  Vallance — Lowell  Teachers  (Music). 
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Prudence  Ann  Varney — Lumberman’s  Mutual  Inc.  Co. 
Bella  Marie  Vasapollie — J.  J.  Newberrys,  Woburn. 
Arthur  Anthony  Veno,  Jr. — Tufts  Pre.  Med. 

Richard  W.  Veno — Cashier  A  &  P,  Wakefield. 

Robert  Francis  Westwater — Navy. 

Louise  Catherine  Weymouth — Woburn  Nation  Bank. 


Winifred  Jean  Whitcomp — Comptometor  School. 
Geraldine  Theresa  White — Department  Store,  Quincy, 
Mass. 

Martha  Ann  White — Burdett  College,  Boston. 

Joan  Ruth  Yianacopolus — Chandler  School  for 
Women,  Boston. 


Hi  Reflector  Readers! 


For  the  last  few  weeks  I  have  been  receiving  many 
magazines  and  newspapers  from  other  schools  and 
colleges.  Here  are  some  of  the  highlights  of  their 
publications: 

From  Lewiston,  Maine,  came  the  Bates  Student  con¬ 
taining  a  very  good  sport  column  by  Joel  Price,  titled 
"Price  Tags.” 

The  Boston  University  News  arrived  bringing  an 
excellent  column,  "Cuffuates”  by  George  Cullen.  This 
contains  all  the  latest  gossip.  Also  I  want  to  congru- 
late  the  B.  U.  News  for  their  outstanding  sport  pages. 

Another  fine  paper,  The  Western  Graphic  from 
Denver,  Colorado,  carried  the  column  "Cozzens  Buzzin” 
for  sport  readers  written  by  "Coz.”  Your  candids  are 
very  good  and  do  a  lot  to  make  your  paper  interesting. 

From  Beverly,  Massachusetts,  came  the  magazine 
Aegis  with  wonderful  editorials,  poems,  jokes,  and  short 
stories.  This  is  one  of  the  best  magazines  I’ve  seen. 

I  took  from  the  Red  and  Black,  Winchester,  Mass¬ 
achusetts,  this  misconcepted  idea: 

Thanksgiving  Menu 

Appetizer;  Pre-game  warmups;  Star  Spangled  Ban¬ 
ner;  and  small  band  concert. 

Main  Course;  Football  game,  Winchester  Indians  vs. 
Woburn  Tanners. 

Woburn  band  will  perform. 

Win!! 

Students  $.50;  Adults  $1.00. 

One  bottle  of  Pepto-Bismol  for  Woburn 
fans. 

The  Lasell  News  from  Auburndale,  Massachusetts, 


Intermission; 

Dessert; 

Price; 

Free 


has  two  interesting  columns. 
Bobby  Moran,  contains  two 


One,  "House  Guest”  by 
characters,  "Pouch  and 


Ouch,”  that  tells  the  likes  and  dislikes  of  all  the  students. 
The  other,  "Spin  It,”  is  a  column  of  the  latest  records, 
most  popular  bands,  and  vocalists. 

Another  magazine,  The  Archion  from  South  Byfield, 
Massachusetts,  carries  some  good  sport  writings  and 
photographs. 

This  poem  was  in  an  issue  of  the  "Red  and  Black” 
newspaper  of  Winchester  High: 

B  LUNCH  BLUES 
What  is  said  here  may  not  be  true 
For  Junior  High  or  A, 

But  brother,  when  B  lunch  rolls  around, 

Crawl  into  a  corner,  get  out  of  the  way! 

Descending  from  the  top  most  floor 
The  sophs  come,  wave  on  wave; 

They  knock  you  down  and  drag  you  out 
To  get  a  seat  to  save. 

You’d  think  the  food  would  be  all  gone 
By  the  time  they  got  their  snith, 

And  all  that  they  would  get  to  eat 

Would  be  left-overs,  or  a  peanut  butter  sadwich! 

Of  course,  the  seniors  never  stoop 
To  tactics  quite  so  low. 

They  merely  use  their  loads  of  books 
To  push  aside  the  foe! 

Pity  the  teacher  on  duty  there. 

He  has  to  climb  up  on  the  table 
To  avoid  being  trampled  in  the  rush 
As  the  juniors  dive  for  a  table! 

Remember  the  moral  if  this  little  poem 
When  for  the  caf,  you  tear — 

You  can  live  to  eat  or  eat  to  live, 

But  you’ve  got  to  be  living  when  you  get  there! 

Bonnie  Doherty 
Exchange  Editor 


The  Reflector,  Woburn  Senior  High  School 


35 


ANSWERS  TO  BABY  SHOW 

1.  Doris  Hedblom 

2.  John  Seminatore 

3.  Doris  Shed 

4.  Charles  Martin 

5.  Bonnie  Doherty 

6.  Shirley  Tierno 

7.  Gilbert  Goeding 

8.  Davida  Taylor 

9.  Harold  Kerrigan 

10.  Helen  Triantrafilou 

11.  Lena  Maffeo 

1 2.  Fred  Dekow 

13.  Helen  O’Donnell 

14.  Richard  Kelley 

15.  Hazel  Batten 

16.  Mary  Whittie 

17.  John  O’Donnell 

18.  Eunice  Murphy 

19.  Peter  Coccoluto 

20.  Albert  Love 


WHAT  IS  A  TEENAGER? 

A  person  in  his  teens  is  defined  by  Noah  Webster  as 
entering  into  the  phase  of  one’s  life  beginning  at  the 
age  of  13  and  ending  at  19.  But  is  that  really  what  a 
teenager  is?  Down  deep,  we  know  better,  and  we 
know  that  the  word  "teenager”  can  never  be  defined  in 
any  dictionary,  no  matter  how  hard  one  tries.  Many 
people  have  labeled  teenagers  as  young  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  but  they  have  also  tagged  the  name  of 
"JUVENILE  DELINQUENT”  upon  some  of  us.  In 
which  catagory  would  you  list  yourself? 

*  Being  a  young  lady  or  gentleman,  you  can  have  a 
great  deal  of  fun,  but  the  important  thing  is  that  when 
you  are  referred  to  as  a  lady  or  gentleman,  you  can  be 
sure  that  you  have  a  thing  people  call  a  good  reputation. 
Or  do  you  think  that  hanging  around  street-corners,  and 
being  pushed  in  and  out  of  jails  and  reform  schools  is 
fun?  Think  it  over!  Usually  a  person  in  his  teens 
needs  a  great  deal  of  advice  until  he  has  reached  the  age 
of  18,  and  sometimes  longer  than  that — that  is  why 
we  must  think  and  do  things  in  a  careful  way,  while  we 
are  in  our  teens. 

Perhaps  you  think  that  this  editorial  is  being  turned 
into  a  sermon,  but  personally,  I  can’t  stand  being 
lectured  to  either.  Lectures  and  sermons  are  for 
churches  and  the  homes.  This  is  just  one  view-point, 
on  a  very  important  and  vital  subject  in  every  teenager’s 
life,  from  one  teenager  to  another. 

Esther  Barbas,  ’52. 


MY  WISH 

If  you  were  to  give  me  one  big  wish  that  would 
positively  come  true,  this  is- what  I  would  wish  for: 

A  peaceful,  loving  world.  This  would  be  the  first 
step  for  happiness.  We  do  not  want  our  boys  dying 
before  they  have  had  time  to  live,  to  love,  and  to  enjoy 
themselves.  Mothers’  hearts  are  broken  when  their 
sons  leave  to  defend  their  country,  and  some,  never  to 
return.  Are  those  men  who  return  really  the  same  men 
who  left?  They  were  just  "kids”  when  they  left,  and 
now  they  are  grown  men;  embedded  in  their  minds, 
never  to  leave,  is  the  cruel  marking  of  war.  Of  others 
that  return,  many  are  crippled  for  life  and  must  spend 
countless  hours,  days,  months,  and  maybe  years  in  bed. 
Why  should  these  boys  give  up  their  lives  for  us?  Are 
we  really  worth  that  much?  I  wonder. 

It  seems  to  me,  and  I  count  myself  in,  that  we  do  not 
appreciate  the  services  these  men  have  done  for  us;  the 
lives  they  have  given  for  us.  But  most  of  all,  remember 
that  they  have  given  the  best  years  of  their  lives.  Let’s 
make  sure  that  we  are  worth  fighting  for,  and  that  this 
country  shall  never  again  have  to  face  the  cruel,  scar¬ 
ring  mark  of  fear,  terror,  and  strife — WAR!  There 
must  be  some  way  to  stop  war.  We  must  stop  war! 
If  we  don’t,  sooner  or  later,  war  will  stop  us! 

Mary  Harron,  ’51. 
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SPORTS 


THE  CROSS  COUNTRY  TEAM  OF  1950 

The  1950  Hill  and  Dalers  started  training  in  late 
September  and  within  several  weeks  Coach  John 
McGovern  had  the  boys  in  superb  physical  condition  by 
gradually  lengthening  their  practice  runs. 

The  local  Harriers  won  their  first  race  of  the  season 
at  Revers  despite  a  heavy  downpour.  Near  the  finish 
of  the  race,  the  three  leading  Woburn  runners  made  a 
wrong  turn,  but  they  were  able  to  retrace  their  steps 
and  still  win  the  race  due  to  their  commanding  lead. 
The  first  five  Woburnites  finished  in  this  order  were  as 
follows  respectively:  Dineen,  Ryan,  Hanlon,  Gon¬ 
salves,  and  Forrester. 

The  next  race  against  Winchester  on  the  Woburn 
course  extended  our  Harriers  a  little  more  than  they 
previous  are,  but  they  chalked  up  their  second  victory 
23-34.  Ed  Dineen  and  Dave  Ryan  came  in  first  and 
second  respectively,  followed  by  Hanlon  in  third  spot 
and  Forrester  in  seventh  place. 

The  race  at  Concord  turned  out  to  be  Woburn’s 
hardest  earned  victory.  Running  their  stiffest  course 
yet,  the  Woburn  High  Harriers  were  equal  to  the  task 
and  walked  away  with  a  25-30  win.  Woburn’s,  Eddie 
Dineen,  took  second  while  third,  fourth,  seventh,  and 
ninth  place  went  to  Ryan,  Hanlon,  Bratt,  and  Gonsalves, 
respectively. 

The  black  and  orange  of  Woburn  won  their  fourth 
straight  victory  on  their  home  course  against  Wakefield 
team  21-36.  Woburn  finished  in  close  order  with 
Dineen,  second,  Ryan,  third,  Hanlon,  fourth,  and 
Gonsalves,  fifth. 

The  Woburn  Harriers  after  winning  four  straight, 
finally  lost  a  race  27-28  to  the  powerful  Everett  Voca¬ 
tional  Team  at  the  latter  home  course. 

The  Woburn  Team  drew  near  at  the  end  of  the  race 
but  couldn’t  get  close  enough,  probably  because  of  trying 
to  overcome  the  street  course,  which  they  were  forced 
to  run.  Dineen  and  Ryan  gained  second  and  third 
places  while  Hanlon,  Forrester,  and  Gonsalves,  finished 
in  sixth,  eighth,  and  eleventh  places  respectively. 

A  triangular  meet  was  held  between  Woburn, 
Wellesely,  and  the  Essex  Aggies,  with  Woburn  taking 
the  race  easily  by  a  score  of  18  to  Wellesely  and  Essex 
Aggies  75.  The  Harriers  first  three  men  were  tied  for 
first  place,  being,  Dineen,  Ryan,  and  Hanlon,  while 
Forrester  and  Gonsalves  captured  fifth  and  seventh 
places. 

The  Divisional  meet  was  held  at  Concord  with  the 
fleet-footed  Harriers  winning  the  coveted  Divisional 
Championship,  scoring  48  points.  The  only  team  to 
give  any  competition  was  Winchester,  whose  score 
totaled  60  points.  Everett  Vocational,  only  cross  coun¬ 
try  squad  to  defeat  Woburn,  was  third  with  69  points. 


Woburn  runners  placed  in  this  order:  Ryan,  third; 
Dineen,  fourth;  Hanlon,  eighth,  Forrester,  thirteenth; 
Gonsalves,  twenty-first;  and  Bratt,  twenty-eighth. 

The  Middlesex  Meet  was  held  at  the  Tufts  College 
Golf  Course.  Woburn  came  in  second  place,  six  points 
behind  the  Melrose  squad.  The  Hill  and  Dalers  of 
Woburn  took  third,  eighth,  eleventh,  with  Ryan,  Dineen, 
and  Hanlon,  capturing  these  spots  respectively. 

The  Woburn  High  Harriers,  not  expected  to  have 
such  a  great  season,  with  Mr.  McGovern’s  careful 
coaching  of  the  team  made  it  a  strong  one. 

John  Gonsalves,  ’51. 


ST.  CLEMENTS 

The  Woburn  High  gridders  opened  their  season  on 
September  23,  at  the  local  stadium  against  St.  Clements 
of  Somerville  and  were  overtaken  by  a  12  to  7  score  in 
the  waning  minutes  of  play. 

In  the  first  period  St.  Clements  scored  as  the  result 
of  a  wind-blown  Woburn  punt.  Then  Woburn 
bounced  back  in  the  second  period  with  an  eighty  yard 
march  which  was  capped  by  McLaughlin’s  touchdown 
pass  to  Kerrigan. 

The  winning  touchdown  for  St.  Clements  came  when 
Woburn  gambled  for  a  first  down  on  its  own  nineteen 
and  failed.  It  was  an  easy  matter  for  St.  Clements  to 
tally  after  this  misfortune. 


METHUEN 

Woburn  High  scored  a  decisive  21  to  6  win  in  a 
game  with  the  Methuen  team  at  Searles  Memorial 
Stadium  in  Methuen  on  September  30,  for  their  first 
victory  of  the  season. 

Although  the  Tanners  were  in  Methuen  territory 
throughout  most  of  the  first  half,  they  were  able  to  score 
but  once.  Two  sizable  runs  by  Scire  and  McLaughlin 
brought  the  ball  to  the  two-yard  line  where  Piazza 
plowed  over  for  the  touchdown. 

In  the  third  period  Woburn  scored  on  a  safety  when 
Soave  trapped  a  Methuen  ball  carrier  behind  his  goat 
line  to  raise  the  score  to  8  to  0  in  favor  of  Woburn. 

Angie  Piazza  provided  the  greatest  thrill  of  the  day 
when,  with  the  ball  on  Woburn’s  35,  he  darted  through 
center,  evaded  the  defensive  patrol,  and  continued  on  to 
pay  dirt  unmolested.  McLaughlin  rushed  the  extra 
point  to  place  Woburn  on  the  long  end  of  a  21  to  0 
score. 

Methuen’s  great  back,  Huxton,  got  into  the  scoring 
act  with  a  40  yard  run  off  tackle,  but  this  was  Methuen’s 
only  tally. 


The  Reflector,  Woburn  Senior  High  School 


37 


WAKEFIELD 

In  one  of  the  finest  exhibitions  of  ball-carrying  seen 
here  in  the  last  decade  "Butch”  McLaughlin  led  Woburn 
High  to  a  32  to  6  win  over  Wakefield  at  the  local 
stadium  October  7. 

"Butch”  McLaughlin  immediately  showed  the  Wake- 
fieldites  he  was  to  be  respected  when  he  scamped  88 
yards  on  the  opening  kickoff  for  the  first  touchdown, 
but  the  Crystal  Towners  bounced  right  back  to  score 
the  equalizer. 

After  Piazza  and  Scire  had  combined  to  bring  the 
ball  to  the  Wakefield  19,  McLaughlin  charged  around 
right  end  for  a  score,  making  it  Woburn  12  and 
Wakefield  6  at  half-time. 

"Butch  McLaughlin  showed  the  visitors  in  the  third 
term  that  school  was  still  not  out  as  he  raced  65  yards 
from  scrimmage  to  the  promised  land.  Later  in  the 
period  Scire  plunged  over  for  a  tally  for  3  yards  out. 

Again  on  the  last  play  of  the  game,  McLaughlin 
intercepted  a  pass  and  eluded  Wakefield  grasps  in  a 
60  yard  jaunt  to  the  delight  of  Woburn  fans. 


READINC 

After  leading  the  Reading  High  Rockets  by  two 
touchdowns,  Woburn  High  went  down  to  defeat  by  a 
score  of  32  to  12  at  Reading  Athletic  Field  on  October 
14. 

After  Angie  Piazza  recovered  a  fumble  on  the 
Woburn  40,  Scire  carried  the  brunt  of  the  attack  by 
plunging  over  from  the  three  for  the  score. 

Another  Reading  fumble  was  pounced  on  by  Wally 
Johnson  and  again  the  Woburn  backs  tore  holes  through 
the  Reading  line,  Scire  skipping  over  from  the  fives. 

Reading  had  soon  started  its  scoring  parade  after  the 
second  Woburn  touchdown  when  they  marched  60 
yards  for  a  score.  Then  in  the  third  period  Johnny 
JMcNabola,  probably  the  finest  back  Woburn  faced  this 
year,  ran  for  touchdowns  of  30  and  27  yards. 

Due  to  the  loss  of  key  men  through  injuries  Woburn 
began  to  weaken  rapidly  as  a  Reading  pass  clicked  for 
another  touchdown.  Late  in  the  fourth  period  Reading 
tallied  on  a  pass  to  set  the  final  score  at  Reading  32  to 
Woburn  12. 


DANVERS 

The  Woburn  High  Tanners  smashed  their  way  to  a 
thrilling  19  to  14  win  over  a  stubborn  Danvers  team  on 
October  21,  at  Woburn  High  School  Stadium. 

Wally  Johnson  scored  Woburn’s  first  touchdown, 
on  a  ten-yard  jaunt  around  the  end  after  a  55  yard 
march.  The  conversion  was  missed  and  Woburn  led 
6-0. 

Danvers,  fired  by  the  Woburn  touchdown,  immedi¬ 
ately  scored  the  equalizer  on  a  sensational  pass  to 
Danvers  end,  Leath,  who  did  some  fancy  pass  snatching 


and  then  ran  50  yards  to  the  promised  land.  The 
conversion  which  was  good  to  make  put  Danvers  in  the 
van  7  to  6. 

Woburn  again  took  the  lead  in  the  third  period. 
Captain  Scire  was  the  manufacturer  of  this  touchdown 
with  a  twisting  60  yard  run  through  the  Danvers  team. 

Danvers  fought  back  once  more  to  score  on  a  60 
yard  parade  and  get  into  the  lead  14  to  12  but  Woburn 
went  about  tallying  the  clincher  in  workman-like  fashion 
with  Butch  McLaughlin  going  over  for  the  touchdown 
climaxing  a  65  yard  push. 


CONCORD 

The  redoubtable  Concord  High  Minute  Men  demon¬ 
strated  why  they  are  a  great  team  as  they  extended 
their  win  streak  to  45  with  a  26  to  0  win  over  Woburn 
High  on  October  28,  at  Emerson  Playground,  Concord. 

First  Concord  scored  on  a  65  yard  push  which  saw 
Concord  back  Carlson,  scamper  24  yards  to  pay  dirt. 
Again  in  the  second  period  Concord  tallied  by  virtue 
of  a  poor  Woburn  punt. 

In  the  second  period  Woburn  advanced  to  within 
scoring  range  of  the  Concord  goal  due  mainly  to  Scires’s 
outstanding  reception  of  a  McLaughlin  pass  but  the 
Tanners  could  not  move  the  ball  any  farther. 

After  the  Concord  team  had  crossed  the  goal  for  a 
third  time  in  the  second  half  Butch  McLaughlin  scooped 
50  yards  to  the  Minute  Mens’  80  yard-maker  before  he 
was  hauled  down.  However,  this  threat  was  halted 
by  the  strong  Concord  line. 

In  the  fourth  quarter  Concord  tallied  once  more  a 
sensational  pass  to  all-scholastic  end,  Bayeur.  Woburn 
attempted  to  reach  the  promised  land  in  the  late 
moments  of  the  game  when  McLaughlin  led  on  attack  to 
Concord  3  but  it  was  halted  by  the  final  gun. 


STONEHAM 

The  Stoneham  High  "mudders”  downed  the  Woburn 
High  Tanners  33  to  25  on  a  rain  swept  field  November 
6,  at  the  Stoneham  Recreation  Park. 

Woburn  marched  60  yards  to  the  promised  land  tor 
their  first  score.  Wally  Johnson  capped  the  drive  with 
a  five-yard  slice  of  tackle.  Stoneham  scored  soon 
after  to  make  the  count  6  to  6. 

McLaughlin  leading  a  diversified  attack,  threw  a  pass 
to  Wally  Johnson  in  the  end  zone,  and  again  the  con¬ 
version  failed  to  make  the  score.  Woburn  12,  Stone¬ 
ham  6. 

In  the  second  half  Stoneham  tied  the  score,  but 
Woburn  bounced  right  back  to  lead  19  to  12,  as 
McLaughlin  and  Johnson  combined  to  bring  the  ball 
to  the  Stoneham  eight,  where  Johnson  scampered  across 
the  goal  line  for  his  third  touchdown.  However, 
Stoneham  kept  plugging  as  they  scored  twice  by  virtue 
of  a  long  pass  and  recovery  of  a  fumble. 
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Woburn,  not  to  be  denied,  pounced  on  a  loose  ball 
and  within  a  few  minutes  McLaughlin  had  plunged 
over  to  draw  nearer  to  Stoneham  but  the  point-after 
missed  and  the  score  remained  Stoneham  26  and 
Woburn  25.  Then  with  only  minutes  remaining  Stone¬ 
ham  decided  to  give  on  Dixon  45  yard  jaunt. 


FITCHBURG 

The  Fitchburg  High  gridders,  coached  by  former 
Woburnite,  Marty  McDonough,  rolled  over  Woburn 
31  to  0  on  Armistice  Day  at  the  local  stadium. 

Fitchburg’s  first  score  came  in  the  initial  quarter 
when  they  drove  to  a  score  from  mid-field  within  two 
plays.  Then  after  the  red  and  white  clad  invaders  had 
tallied  its  second  touchdown  to  make  the  12  to  0, 
Woburn  marched  to  the  Fitchburg  eight-yard  line,  being 
aided  by  Corio’s  splendid  run,  but  the  drive  was  halted 
by  a  fumble.  Following  this  threat  Fitchburg  manu¬ 
factured  a  90  yard  push  to  the  Tanner  goal  and  thus 
increased  its  margin  18  to  0. 

In  the  second  half  Woburn  rolled  to  the  enemy  3, 
but  Fitchburg  took  over  on  downs  and  moved  97  yards 
to  pay  dirt  once  more.  The  final  Fitchburg  tally  was  set 
up  by  an  intercepted  pass.  Woburn’s  lack  of  reserves 
and  injuries  proved  to  be  too  much  of  a  burden  to  the 
Tanners. 


RECORD  OF  WOBURN  HIGH 
FOOTBALL  FOR  1950 

Sept.  23,  Woburn  7  St.  Clements  2 1  at  Woburn 


Sept.  30,  Woburn  2 1 
Oct.  7,  Woburn  32 
Oct.  14,  Woburn  12 
Oct.  21,  Woburn  19 
Oct.  28,  Woburn  0 
Nov.  4,  Woburn  25 
Nov.  1 1,  Woburn  0 
Nov.  23,  Woburn  7 
Totals  Woburn  123 


Merhuen 

Wakefield 

Reading 

Dancers 

Concord 

Stoneham 

Fitchburg 

Winchester 

Opponents 


6  at  Methuen 

6  at  Woburn 

32  at  Reading 
14  at  Woburn 
28  at  Concord 

33  at  Stoneham 
32  at  Woburn 

7  at  Woburn 
179 


Seasons  Record  of  Woburn  Won-3  Lost-5  Tied-1 


FOOTBALL:  WOBURN  HIGH 
INDIVIDUAL  SCORING  1950 


Name 

T.  D. 

Ex.  Pts. 

Safetys 

F.  G. 

Total 

McLaughlin 

6 

2 

0 

0 

38 

Johnson 

4 

1 

0 

0 

25 

Scire 

4 

0 

0 

0 

24 

Piazza 

3 

0 

0 

0 

18 

Kerrigan 

2 

0 

0 

0 

12 

O’Blines 

0 

4 

0 

0 

4 

Soave 

0 

0 

1 

0 

2 

Total 

19 

7 

1 

0 

123 

WINCHESTER 

A  spirited  Woburn  High  aggregation  fought  a 
heavily  favored  Winchester  High  team  to  a  7-7  stale¬ 
mate  on  Thanksgiving  Day  at  the  local  stadium. 

On  the  fourth  play  of  the  game  Winchester’s  O'Brien 
sped  around  his  right  end  and  scampered  55  yards 
down  the  sidelines  for  the  tally.  The  Winchester 
point  specialist,  Langdon  Smith,  kicked  the  extra  point 
perfectly  to  make  the  score  read  Winchester  7  and 
Woburn  0. 

The  Tanners  arose  to  great  heights  soon  after  this 
touchdown  with  an  elongated  march  of  85  yards  with 
Angie  Piazza  slamming  the  Winchester  wall  for  size¬ 
able  gains.  Piazza  finally  went  over  on  a  24  yard  run 
off  tackle.  Wally  Johnson  successfully  rushed  the 
extra  point. 

Woburn  threatened  to  score  three  times,  but  the 
Winchester  line  held  each  time  despite  several  good 
runs  by  McLaughlin  and  Piazza. 

There  was  hardly  a  promise  of  a  score  throughout 
the  second  half  until  in  the  final  minute  of  play  Donlon, 
of  Winchester,  connected  with  a  long  pass  to  Capt. 
Ciruso,  who  was  railed  on  the  five.  Winchester  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  move  perilously  close  to  the  goal  line  but  the 
stout  hearted  Woburn  team  stored  off  this  rally  until  the 
final  gun. 


GIRLS’  BASKETBALL 

The  girls’  basketball  team  has  high  hopes  of  winning 
many  games  and  bettering  last  year’s  record.  Players 
from  last  year’s  team  are  Pearl  Gitchun,  Anne  Paine, 
Shirley  Kane,  Lauretta  Hargrove,  Blanche  Hanlon, 
Florence  Bezzatti,  Esther  Barbas,  Helen  O’Donnell,  and 
Irene  Olson.  These  veterans  will  be  a  great  steadying 
influence  upon  other  inexperienced  players. 

The  practice  sessions  are  held  under  the  supervision 
of  the  Gym  teacher,  Miss  Higgins,  on  Thursday  after¬ 
noons  between  two  and  four  o’clock,  The  schedule 
includes  games  with  Somerville,  St.  Clements,  Burling¬ 
ton,  Stoneham,  and  Reading. 


BOYS’  BASKETBALL 

Woburn  High  is  now  in  a  league.  The  Northeastern 
league  entered  Woburn  as  basketball  member  last 
spring.  The  league  is  composed  of  Amesbury, 
Methuen,  Danvers,  Woburn,  Marblehead,  Winthrop, 
and  Swampscott.  Ten  home  games  are  scheduled  on 
Friday  nights  and  on  Monday,  Wednesday,  and  Thurs¬ 
day  afternoons. 

There  are  veterans  from  last  year  returning  in  the 
persons  of  Mike  and  Anthony  Marciano,  Doe  Negri,  Hal 
Kerrigan,  Dick  Goldman,  Butch  McLaughlin,  Tom 
O’Blines,  Angie  Piazza,  Bob  McKinnon,  and  Joe  Berardi. 
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Until  the  eligibility  list  comes  out,  Mr.  McDonough 
can’t  be  sure  what  his  starting  lineup  will  be. 


•SENIOR  HOCKEY 

Many  of  our  more  ambitious  Senior  boys  have 
decided  to  form  a  hockey  team.  The  team  is  ready, 
but  it  must  now  wait  the  go-ahead  signal  from  the 
school  board.  If  this  team  is  a  success,  it  may  help  to 
get  Woburn  again  into  the  league  from  which  it  was 
fouled  out  of  years  ago.  Past  records  should  not  be 
cast  upon  these  boys  who  are  willing  to  play.  Any 
equipment  they  use  is  their  own,  and  we  know  they 
will  conduct  themselves  in  a  manner  becoming  to 
Woburn  High.  All  they  wish  is  a  chance  to  prove 
themselves. 

The  team  will  play  these  games  on  a  rink  which  is 
to  be  constructed  in  back  of  Ted  Madden’s  Golf  Range, 
located  at  the  Four  Corners  Junction  in  the  West  Side 
of  Woburn.  Teams  from  Arlington,  Lexington,  Win¬ 
chester,  Burlington,  and  other  surrounding  communities 
are  expected  to  be  on  the  schedule  which  hasn’t  been 
announced  yet. 

The  members  of  the  team  and  the  positions  they  play 
are  as  follows: 

Goalies:  Mike  Marciano  and  Don  Buckley 

Centre:  Red  Reil,  A1  Love,  and  Angie  Piazza 

Wings:  Fred  Dekow,  Bob  McKinnon,  Pete 

Forrester,  Jake  Downes,  and  Paul  Doherty 
Defensemen:  Jim  Sherburne,  Don  Piggott,  Charlie 
Porter,  and  Paul  H.  Doherty 


BOYS’  BOWLING  LEAGUE  1950 

The  bowling  league,  which  is  to  help  raise  funds  for 
the  senior  class,  opened  up  on  November  8th  but  only 
three  of  the  league  teams  were  present.  Green  Street 
and  the  Sockets  each  won  4. 

On  November  15th  the  Sockets  went  into  first  place 
undisputed  as  they  won  4-0  over  the  Upstarts.  The 
Strikers  won  4  points,  but  after  this  match  they  were 
never  seen  again.  Green  Street  won  3-1  over  the  Flam¬ 
ingos  in  the  Day’s  best  match.  Joe  Queen  was  nosed  out 
for  both  high  single  and  high  triple.  He  had  a  single 
of  111  and  a  total  of  290  but  Junior  Stenquist  had  a 
triple  293  and  John  Cennerazo  a  single  of  112. 

The  Sockers  continued  their  league  leading  pace  as 
they  made  a  clean  sweep  4-0  on  November  22nd. 
Green  Street  and  the  Flamingos  each  garnered  3  points. 
Pete  Duran  rolled  a  new  high  single  of  123  while  Bob 
Kelley  set  a  high  triple  record  of  312.  Duran  came  in 
second  on  the  high  triple  and  Kelley  came  in  second  on 
the  high  single  with  scores  of  288  and  115  respectively. 

The  matches  of  November  29th  saw  a  week  of  firsts, 
as  the  Sockers  lost  their  first  point  of  the  year,  but  won 
the  match  3-1  over  Green  Street.  The  Upstarts  won 


their  first  match  of  the  year  4-0  over  the  Flamingos. 
The  first  tie  of  the  year  was  registered  as  the  Mad  Dogs 
and  Tanners  tied  2-2.  John  Cennerazo  broke  the  high 
single  record  with  a  133  string.  John  finished  second 
in  the  high  triple  with  284,  the  only  higher  score  being 
Dick  Murphy  with  298. 

The  matches  of  December  6th  saw  the  Sockers  lose 
their  first  match  of  the  year  3-1  to  the  Tanners.  Green 
Street  moved  into  second  place  with  a  4-0  victory  over 
the  Flamingos.  The  Upstarts  won  their  match  4-0 
over  the  Mad  Dogs  in  a  very  hotly  contested  game. 
Two  boys  rolled  high  triples  of  over  300;  John  Cen¬ 
nerazo  with  303  and  Dick  Nohelty  with  302.  Dick 
Nohelty  won  the  high  single  as  he  threw  a  120  while 
Bob  Kelley  went  108  in  the  high  single. 

THE  STANDINGS 


Socker  11  —  5 

Tanners 

5  —  3 

Green  Street  14  —  10 

Flamingos 

3  —  17 

Upstarts  9  —  15 

Mad  Dogs 

2—6 

The  league  leading 

team  is  composed  of  Dick 

Murphy,  Ed  Lane,  Joe  Queen,  Bob  Kelley  and  Sonny 

Wilder. 

THE  BIG  TEN 

(9 

Strings) 

D.  Murphy 

Sockers 

97.4 

J.  Cennerazo 

Green  St. 

93.3 

J.  Queen 

Sockers 

90.6 

B.  Kelley 

Sockers 

90.3 

E.  Lane 

Sockers 

90.1 

D.  Nohelty 

Green  St. 

89.6 

Jr.  Stenquist 

Flamingos 

89.3 

H.  Wilder 

Sockers 

85.7 

P.  Duran 

Upstarts 

84.3 

B.  O’Donnell 

Mad  Dogs 

82.0 

Team  High  Single 

— Sockers 

494 

Team  High  Triple 

— Sockers 

1396 

Individual  High  Single 

— J.  Cennerazo  133 

— P.  Duran 

123 

Individual  High  Triple 

— J.  Cennerazo  303 

GIRLS’  BOWLING  LEAGUE  1950 

The  girls’  bowling  league  opened  on  November  9th 
with  49  girls  attending.  The  All  Stars  and  Big  Five 
won  4  points  while  the  Demons  won  3.  There  were 
two  tie  matches  2-2  between  the  Aces  and  the  Tommies, 
and  the  Jokers  and  the  Fearless  Five.  Doreen  Gilbertson 
rolled  a  high  single  of  100,  followed  closely  by  Maria 
Farpelha  and  Kay  Miggos  with  90.  Kay  won  the  high 
triple  with  249,  challenging  her  all  the  way  was  Doreen 
with  240. 

On  November  16th  the  All  Stars  took  over  undisputed 
first  place  as  they  won  again  4-0.  The  Rockets  moved 
into  second  place  with  a  3-1  victory.  The  Fearless  Five 
won  3  points,  while  the  Aces  and  Big  Five,  and  Jokers 
and  Dynamoes  tied  2-2.  Kay  Miggos  again  won  the 


40 


The  Reflector,  Woburn  Senior  High  School 


high  triple,  this  time  with  a  total  of  248.  Lauretta 
Hargrove  was  second  with  245.  The  high  single  was 
taken  by  Blanche  Hanlon  with  93  and  Kay  Miggos  with 
91  was  runner  up. 

The  next  matches  were  rolled  on  November  30th. 
The  All  Stars  again  made  a  clean  sweep  of  4  points. 
Other  shut-outs  were  registered  by  the  Demons,  Aces 
and  Big  Five.  In  the  only  match  which  wasn’t  a  shut¬ 
out  the  Fearless  Five  won  3-1  over  the  Tommies. 
These  matches  were  rolled  with  six  girls  on  a  team 
because  of  the  great  interest  which  has  been  shown  by 
the  girls.  Irene  Olson  won  the  high  triple  with  258. 
Runnner  up  to  her  was  Doreen  Gilbertson  with  248. 
The  high  single  string  was  garnered  by  Doris  Lynch 
with  96.  Irene,  the  high  triple  winner,  also  came  in 
second  on  the  high  single  with  93. 

STANDINGS 


All  Stars 

12—0 

Fearless  Five 

6—  6 

Big  Five 

8—4 

Jokers 

4—  8 

Aces 

8—4 

Tommies 

4—  8 

Rockets 

7—5 

Dynamoes 

3—  9 

Demons 

7—5 

Lousy  Lobbers 

1—11 

The  All  Stars,  the  league  leading  team, 

is  composed 

of  Irene  Olson,  Lauretta 

Hargrove,  Patricia  Golden, 

Muriel  Ames, 

Shirley  Kane  and  Florence  Bezzatti. 

BIG  TWENTY 


D.  Gilbertson  81.0  L.  Hargrove  74.8  J.  Day  70.8 

K.  Miggos  80.6  S.  Kane  74.0  B.  Gangi  70.5 

B.  Hanlon  80.0  F.  Bezzatti  72.7  M.  Farpelha  69-3 

D.  Dobbins  7 6.6  A.  Hallberg  72.6  P.  Ray  69-3 

A.  Paine  7 6.6  J.  Coakley  72.4  I.  Rennison  68.8 


I.  Olson  76.4  M.  Seminatore  71.0  L.  Dolan  68.8 


High  Team  Triple 
High  Team  Single 
High  Individual  Triple 

High  Individual  Single 


T.  Clancy 

67.8 

H.  O’Donnell 

67.7 

Big  Five 

1317 

Big  Five  . 

461 

Irene  Olson 

258 

Kay  Miggos 

249 

Doreen  Gilbertson 

100 

Blanche  Hanlon 

93 

Irene  Olson 

93 

GIRLS’  FIELD  HOCKEY 


This  year  the  girls’  field  hockey  team  is  vastly 
improved.  The  seasonal  veterans  over  last  year  are: 
Anne  Paine  Marie  Seminatore 

Carole  Wiggin  Elvira  Pica 

Esther  Barbas  Caroline  Crocker 

In  the  opening  game  against  Stoneham  the  first  team 
lost  a  heart-breaker  1-0,  while  the  seconds  were  also 
shut-out  5-0. 

In  the  final  game  against  Winchester  it  was  also  a 
close  one  but  Winchester  won  1-0.  The  only  point 
that  was  scored  was  in  the  first  period  only  after  both 
teams  were  blunked. 

There  are  many  newcomers  on  the  team,  and  they 
are: 

Kathleen  Barch 
Rosemary  Brogna 
June  Figucia 
Joan  Lancellotta 

Marion  Cullivan  Elaine  McDonough 
Patricia  Schenck 


Anne  Flaherty 
Nancy  Roessler 
Irene  Rennison 
Evelyn  Bell 


Ann  Quill 
Audrey  Hallberg 
Esther  Anguioni 
Frances  Scelzi 
Nancy  Finethy 


:1  -j! 

Action  in  the  late  stages  of  the  Woburn — Winchester  game. 
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CLASS  NOTES  OF  IBI 

We  are  the  class  of  IBI, 

We’re  just  as  jolly  as  can  be, 

So  if  you’ll  follow  along  with  us, 

To  happiness  you’ll  find  the  key. 

Loretta  Figucia  is  very  smart, 

We  wonder  who  teaches  her  the  part. 

Helen  O’Donnell  has  clothes  that  are  nifty, 
She’s  cute,  she’s  nice,  and  she’s  also  thrifty. 
Helen  Triantafilou  is  a  perfect  gal, 

She  is  also  a  very  cute  gal. 

Nancy  Parker  has  a  voice  like  a  bird, 

When  she  sings,  no  one  says  a  word. 

Alice  Newton  always  has  her  homework  done, 
She’ll  never  be  one  to  leave  things  undone. 
Joan  Kelly  is  always  full  of  pep. 

Nothing  she  lacks  but  a  little  hep. 

Mary  McGinn  is  a  future  star, 

Of  throwing  lunchbags  near  and  far. 

Majorie  Fenton  has  a  certain  Junior  crush, 

We  wonder  if  Arnold  is  giving  her  the  rush. 
Judy  Ziemba  can  never  explain, 

'When  for  silliness,  she  is  detained. 

Beverly  Phinney  is  very  flirtatious, 

But  gosh,  oh  me,  she’s  also  gracious. 

Shirley  Breen  is  very  quiet, 

She’ll  never  be  one  to  start  a  riot. 

Marjorie  Edmonds  likes  to  flirt, 

She  better  watch  out  or  she  might  get  hurt. 
Florence  Bezzati  at  times  is  hilarious, 

We  hope  Flo  doesn’t  get  too  serious. 

Patrica  Golden  to  Stoneham  runs, 

That’s  where  Pat  has  all  her  fun. 

Margaret  O’Hearne  keeps  Charlie  handy, 

To  her  he’s  much  better  than  candy. 

Betty  Swanson  is  a  cute  little  lass, 

Boy!  has  Betty  got  plenty  of  class. 

Jeannie  Gibson  has  hair  of  red, 

Is  P.  M.  always  in  her  head. 

Doris  Noonan  is  a  sweet  little  dish, 


And  none  of  the  boys  does  she  ever  miss. 
Rita  Dahlman  is,  ah,  so  cute, 

But  in  a  car,  she  drives  like  a  beaut. 

Shirley  Kane  is  a  typical  gal, 

Who  from  Lexington  has  a  pal. 

If  Benny  Di  Mambro  would  just  confess, 

The  art  of  drawing  which  he  does  possess. 
Carol  Mace  has  the  cutest  nose, 

Just  wait  till  you  see  Carol  pose. 

Karyl  Bryan  will  always  consent, 

When  people  give  her  a  compliment. 

Audrey  Worley  can  never  be  beat, 

You  see,  Audrey’s  always  neat. 

Richard  Murphy  has  the  biggest  grin, 

Because  he’s  very  masculine. 

When  Lauretta  Hargrove  begins  to  recite, 

She’s  thinking  of  Tinny  in  the  pale  moonlight. 
Doris  Myott  has  the  waviest  hair, 

And  her  ring  we  are  all  aware. 

Ruthie  Doherty  will  always  take  a  chance, 
Ruthie,  tell  us  what’s  new  on  romance. 
Marilyn  Garrity  is  very  gay, 

We  wonder  who  she’s  trying  to  portray. 

Cora  Taylor  is  just  like  a  little  saint, 

You  never  heard  Cora  make  a  complaint. 

Mary  Harron  is  the  little  lass, 

Who  wrote  these  lines  for  her  class. 


SENIOR  CLASS  NOTES— IB2 

WHAT  WOULD  HAPPEN  IF— 

Muriel  Ames  wasn’t  so  strong? 

Ada  Bigger  wasn’t  always  smiling? 

Barbara  Boudreau  didn’t  have  Al? 

Josephine  Bruno  didn’t  run  down  to  lunch? 
Ann  Carr  didn’t  blush? 

Jean  Coakley  didn’t  take  a  day  off? 

Inez  Cooper  wasn’t  so  quiet? 

Ellen  Dascoli  came  to  school? 

Marion  Cullivan  grew? 
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Daniel  DeTeso  didn’t  work  in  the  bakery? 

Paul  Doherty  didn't  chew  gum? 

Shirley  Garvey  didn’t  giggle? 

Pearl  Gitchum  wasn’t  witty? 

Lenard  Johnson  was  ever  noisy? 

Edward  Lane  could  do  his  office  practice? 

Ann  Lawn  didn’t  laugh? 

Helen  Lombard  wasn’t  lucky  in  love? 

Sonja  Lovgren  didn’t  write  love  letters? 

John  Lundin  wasn’t  always  cracking  jokes? 
Beverly  McCall  was  slow? 

Josephine  Paris  wasn’t  shy? 

June  Peterson  took  her  time? 

Marjorie  Riel  wasn’t  so  nice? 

Thereso  Rodolfo  didn’t  have  such  pretty  hair? 


THE  IDEAL  GIRL  OF  IB3 

Hair  like  Theresa  Clancy 
Eyes  like  Shirley  McCue 
Teeth  like  Zoe  Mentas 
Dimples  like  Irene  Olson 
Smile  like  Eva  Yeatropoulas 
Complexion  like  Eleanor  Nelson 


IDEAL  BOY  OF  IB3 

Hair  like  Paul  Schwab 
Eyes  like  Joe  Marchant 
Teeth  like  Peter  Marashio 
Smile  like  Carlos  Downer 
Complexion  like  Richard  Bradley 


AN  ATTEMPT  AT  CLASS  NOTES— ICS 

I’ve  been  sitting  here  for  more  than  an  hour, 

But  all  my  ideas  seem  to  turn  out  sour, 

I’ve  made  myself  tired  from  racking  my  brain; 

I  just  write  it,  and  tear  it,  and  start  once  again. 

I’m  supposed  to  write  something  about  our  class, 

And  say  something  nice  about  each  lad  and  lass, 

But  it’s  getting  late,  and — oh  gosh,  I’m  tired, 

And  in  twenty-seven  names  my  thoughts  are  still  mired. 
Now  don’t  get  me  wrong!  I’m  not  finding  fault; 

In  my  estimation  this  group  is  the  salt 
And  pepper  of  life,  and  they’re  swell, 

So  let’s  take  a  look  and  see  what’s  to  be  done. 

We’ve  two  Annes  and  an  Anna,  then  Barbara  and  Pat, 
And  Hazel  and  Bonnie  and  Kathrine  at  that! 

Next  comes  Virginia  with  Marjorie  too, 

And  Elvira  and  Lena  belong  to  our  crew. 

I  dare  not  forget  Athene  and  Rochelle, 

And  Eunice  and  Peggy  and  Dotty  are  swell. 

As  for  the  boys  we’ve  got  Gilman,  and  George,  John 
and  Paul, 

And  Peter  and  Francis  and  still  that’s  not  all. 

There’s  still  Carl  and  Edward  and  Donald  and  Earl, 


My  mind  at  this  point  is  wildly  awhirl; 

There’s  so  many  to  speak  of,  so  much  to  be  said, 
I  guess  I’ll  forget — and  go  up  to  bed. 


IDEAL  BOY  OF  IC1 

Hair  like  Dick  Nohelty 
Eyes  like  Don  Buckley 
Nose  like  Alfred  Potter 
Brain  like  Carl  Gustafson 
Clothes  like  Harold  Toffalo 
Stature  like  Sonny  Wilder 


IDEAL  GIRL  OF  IG1 

Eyes  like  Dotty  Lynch 
Personality  like  Mimi  Whittie 
Figure  like  Pauline  Verrecchy 
Voice  like  Jeanne  Dever 
Nose  like  Doris  Hedblom 
Hair  like  Arleen  Langill 
Clothes  like  Ellen  Lyons 


CLASS  NOTES—  IC2 

This  is  a  class  that’s  very  true, 

Of  course,  it’s  section  IG2. 

Now  Ronnie  Allen  is  quite  a  boy, 

He’s  Mr.  Higgins  pride  and  joy. 

With  Laura  Ames  so  close  behind, 

You  never  know  what’s  on  her  mind. 

Take  Charlie  Bevilacqua  he’s  very  sweet, 

To  all  the  girls,  he’s  just  a  treat. 

Barb  Brogna  is  so  shy, 

Who  said  that,  my  what  a  lie. 

Donald  Buckley  with  that  studious  look, 
You’d  think  he’s  read  just  every  book. 
Angie  Capua  you’ll  agree, 

Is  just  the  perfect  boy  to  see. 

John  Cennerazzo  with  a  smile, 

That’s  always  lasting,  that’s  his  style. 

Albert  Chester  a  quiet  lad, 

He  always  seems  to  look  so  sad. 

Donald  Dolorey  the  only  boy, 

Who  thinks  that  all  tests  are  a  joy. 

Harry  Diamentes  is  the  "him”, 

Who  loves  to  play  his  violin. 

Joanne  Fay  short  and  sweet, 

She’ll  always  look  so  nice  and  neat. 

Charles  Forester  just  thinks  of  one, 

From  all  but  "Janice”  he  will  run. 

Doreen  Gilbertson  a  pretty  girl, 

Who’s  bound  to  give  your  heart  a  whirl. 
Richard  Goldman  a  friend  to  all, 

And  may  I  add,  he  is  a  doll. 

Jimmy  Goles  you’ll  always  find, 

With  Problems  of  Democracy  on  his  mind. 
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Pano  Jefferson  shall  be  one  day, 

President  of  the  U.  S.,  they  say. 

Richard  Kelley  so  attentive  and  slick, 

In  English  he’ll  never  miss  a  trick. 

Daniel  Lawrence  appears  very  quiet, 

But  when  you  know  him,  he’s  quite  a  riot. 
Ellen  Lyons  she  soon  will  be, 

The  teacher  who’ll  never  give  a  C. 

Albert  Love  has  the  sigh, 

That  makes  all  girls  want  to  die. 

"Wiff”  MacKinnon  you’ll  just  adore, 

He’ll  never  seem  to  be  a  bore. 

Jimmy  Mahoney  "Shakespeare  of  our  class,” 
As  an  actor,  indeed,  will  never  pass. 

Michael  Marciano  our  football  star, 

One  of  the  best  players,  by  far. 

Charlie  Martin  is  really  grand, 

He’ll  always  give  a  helping  hand. 

A1  McGuerty  smarter  than  a  mule, 

But  never  seems  to  come  to  school. 

Dean  Oulton  a  happy  lad, 

You’ll  never  see  him  when  he’s  mad. 

Pearl  Ray  the  intelligent  chick, 

With  all  the  boys,  she’ll  always  click. 

Norma  White  is  very  neat. 

She  can  sweep  you  off  your  feet. 

Now  that  is  all  for  IG2, 

But  we  are  always  telling  you, 

That  if  you'll  look  around  you’ll  see, 

Our  section  is  the  only  one,  in  which  to  be. 


SECTION— IG3 

As  I  look  at  the  senior  section  of  IG-3,  my  prediction 

for  the  class  is: 

John  Airey  will  someday  become  a  world  famous 
Chemist. 

Dick  Bratt  will  be  destined  to  become  the  country’s 
best  cross-country  runner. 

John  Carton  will  follow  his  father’s  footsteps  to  become 
Woburn’s  best  mechanic. 

Tom  Collins  will  make  all-American  end  when  he  gets 
half-way  through  Colgate. 

Pete  Duran  will  be  destined  to  take  the  place  of  Bill 
Sterns  as  America’s  best  sports  commentator. 

Fred  Dekow  will  be  in  the  Braves’  lineup  as  their  best 
ball-handler  and  home-run  slugger. 

Paul  Doherty  will  be  right  up  beside  Pete  Duran 
after  he  takes  over  Jim  Britt’s  job. 

Dave  Hill  will  be  owning  his  own  chain  of  drug  stores, 
that  will  take  the  place  of  Case’s  Drug  Stores. 

Johnny  Mentes  also  will  prove  himself  a  success  when 
he  and  Dick  Kelley  open  up  their  million  dollar 
minute-man  car  wash. 

Jimmy  Logue  will  prove  himself  to  be  a  star  when  he 
becomes  first  string  guard  at  Holy  Cross’s  basket¬ 
ball  team. 

Tom  Mullen  will  be  placed  in  the  author’s  hall  of  fame 
after  he  has  written  his  forty-first  book. 


Johnny  Mulrennan  will  prove  himself  a  businessman 
when  he  becomes  the  states  best  oil-dealer. 

Doe  Negri  will  be  known  throughout  the  country  for 
his  great  accomplishments  as  star  for  the  Boston 
Celtics. 

Harold  Nelson  will  be  complimented  when  he  opens 
up  his  three-ring  circus  at  Boston  areana. 

Eddy  Reil  will  be  the  star  of  the  nation  when  he 
scoopes  the  Red  Sox  pennant  with  his  pitching 
ability. 

Angelo  Piazza  will  be  seen  commanding  the  United 
States  Forces  when  he  reaches  his  rank  of  general. 

Don  Piggot  will  be  acclaimed  for  his  merits  when  he 
sets  his  new  100  yard  dash  record. 

Guy  Rotondo  will  be  cutting  more  records  than  any 
other  singer  of  the  time. 

Bob  Simonds  will  be  a  retired  gentleman,  living  in 
Medford,  when  he  is  thirty-two  years  old. 

Bob  Scire  will  still  be  making  football  headlines  as  he 
becomes  a  star  at  West  Point. 

Jimmy  Sherburne  will  startle  the  world  when  he  sets 
up  his  new  record  at  Indianapolis  speedway. 

CLASS  NOTES  OF— MCI 

We  have  a  Paul  but  no  Henried 
a  Robert  but  no  Ryan 
a  Chaulk  but  no  eraser 
an  Eileen  but  no  Barton 
a  Doris  but  no  Day 
an  Anthony  but  no  Cleopatra 
a  James  but  no  Cagney 
a  Mary  but  no  Martin 
a  Charles  but  no  Boyer 
a  Thomas  but  no  Jefferson 
a  Maureen  but  no  O’Hara 
a  John  but  no  Garfield 
a  Joseph  but  no  Cotton 
a  Basil  but  no  Rathbone 
a  Marie  but  no  MacDonald 
a  Bradley  but  no  General 
a  Gene  but  no  Autry 
a  Richard  but  no  Widmark 


CLASS  NOTES— 1 1  PAH 

As  I  look  into  the  mirror  above  my  dressing  table 
I  imagine  my  class  in  the  year  of  I960. 

Marie  Perna  is  sitting  in  an  office,  typing  away,  as 
she  is  the  private  secretary  of  the  well  known  O’Neil  & 
Boudreau  Insurance  Co. 

Then  there  is  Ernest  Howland  who  is  a  great  mechan¬ 
ical  drawing  teacher  and  is  happily  married. 

Richard  Smyth  and  Robert  Hyldburg  took  over  the 
Murray  Leather  Co.  in  East  Woburn. 

Edna  Nunley  has  become  a  well  known  fashion  artist 
of  women’s  clothes. 

Louis  Corio  and  John  Yeatropolis  are  famous  chefs 
in  the  Hotel  Staffer. 
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SECTION— IIC2 

WHAT  WOULD  HAPPEN  IF— 

Joe  Day  stayed  out  of  the  West  Side? 

Charles  MacLeod  opened  his  eyes? 

Angeline  Morelle  came  to  school  five  days  a  week? 
Ronald  White  stayed  in  North  Woburn  at  night? 
James  Cabana  did  his  Physics’s  homework? 

Daniel  Rosa  was  finished  with  his  extra  sessions? 
Clayton  Lyons  stayed  off  Winn  Street? 

Donald  Clark  didn’t  miss  the  bus? 

Natale  Sgrnallone  flirted  with  the  boys? 

Russell  Catania  played  football? 

Walter  Johnson  came  to  school? 

Louis  O’Donughue  walked  home  alone? 

Louis  Pina  played  Basketball? 

William  Regan  stayed  away  from  Stoneham? 
Ronald  Farrow  didn’t  smile? 

Philip  O’Donnell  sat  up  in  his  seat? 

Joseph  Soave  did  some  work? 

George  Dunnells  was  a  pilot? 

Louis  Capalilo  weighed  127? 

Thomas  O’Blines  didn’t  participate  in  sports? 
Robert  Cersolo  stayed  out  of  North  Woburn? 
Francis  Kerrigan  got  A  in  Physics? 

Michael  Lombardo  didn't  smile? 

James  Mace  stopped  chewing  gum? 

David  Ryan  didn't  go  out  for  Cross  Country? 
Anthony  Bruno  didn’t  go  to  the  party? 

Charles  McAdams  made  a  noise? 

Harold  Kerrigan  stayed  out  later  than  9:30? 

CLASS  OF  I  IB  1 

We  are  the  class  of  IIB1. 

And  all  our  work  is  never  done, 

In  every  period  you  will  see 
Us  studying  very  hard  to  be 
Secretaries  that  can’t  be  beat 
Accurate,  capable,  and  neat; 

But  studying  is  not  all  we  do 
We  have  a  lot  of  fun  too 
So  we  would  like  you  all  to  meet 
Our  class  which  we  think  "all  reet.” 

Our  Esther  Barbas  always  makes  the  first  team 
And  when  it  comes  to  typing  she  reigns  supreme. 
Dotty  and  Jane  are  as  quiet  as  mice 
You  wouldn’t  notice  them  if  they  weren’t  so  nice. 
Janet  and  Barbara  are  our  "Toni  Twins” 

And  they’re  quite  happy  when  Woburn  High  wins. 
Sara  Duonolo  keeps  the  class  in  a  "Sit” 

You’ll  laugh  and  laugh  till  your  sides  split. 

Tina  and  Maryanne  are  always  together 
They  wear  a  smile  whatever  the  weather. 

Mary  Rogan  is  our  drum  majorette 
And  we  think  she  is  one  of  the  best  yet. 

We  have  a  very  cute  little  shorty 


Her  last  name  is  Brown,  and  her  first  is  Dotty. 

We  have  one  Foley,  whose  first  name  is  Fran 
And  she  is  our  most  avid  football  fan. 

We  would  think  it  one  of  our  very  great  joys 
If  Frances  Schelzi  ever  said  she  liked  boys. 

Ann  McHugh  recently  came  to  our  school 
And  she  always  obeys  every  single  rule. 

Nice  Alice  Butler  we  certainly  must  mention 
Although  a  certain  Louie  holds  all  her  attention. 

Marie  Bento  always  has  a  twinkle  in  her  eye 
And  she  smiles  away  any  gloom  she  may  spy. 

Nancy  Finethy  comes  down  from  North  Woburn  by 
bus 

And  how  nice  it  is  there,  she’s  always  telling  us. 
Wherever  Helen  Cahill  is,  Louise  will  be  too 
For  what  one  does  the  other  will  also  do. 

June  Figucia  is  everybody’s  friend 
To  you  her  aid  she’ll  always  lend. 

Our  Grace  Butler  is  very,  very  shy 
But  laughter  always  gleams  in  her  eyes. 
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Softball  is  little  Ann  Paine’s  game 
And  in  this  sport  she’s  won  her  fame. 

Jean  Pina  is  a  very  nice  lass 
And  keeps  very  quiet  in  each  class. 

Helen  McCarthy  always  gets  her  work  done 
So  that  she  can  relax  afternoons  in  the  sun. 
And  now  you  have  met  all  of  IIB1 
We  think  you’ll  agree  we  do  have  fun. 


CLASS  NOTES  OF— IIB2 

IIB2  is  a  wonderful  section  because; 

We  have  a  girl  named  Sue;  so  sweet  and  so  pretty. 

One  named  Elaine;  sparkling  and  witty. 

The  one  called  Judy;  gee  what  a  cutie. 

There’s  one  called  Barbara;  she’s  a  real  beauty. 

Irene  is  our  athlete;  she  excels  in  them  all. 

Marian  is  everywhere;  even  though  she  is  so  small. 

One  boy  named  George  has  the  girls  all  drooling; 

He  and  Bernard  are  sought  after,  that’s  no  fooling. 
June  is  our  studious  one;  though  she  does  manage  to 
have  fun. 

There’s  the  boy  named  Paul;  he  keeps  the  girls  on  the 
run. 

Our  red-haired  Beverly  is  smart  as  can  be. 

Jean  has  pep;  she’s  a  doll  as  you  can  see. 

Pat’s  a  real  girl;  the  boys  think  she’s  neat. 

And  then  there  is  Margery;  she  is  a  real  treat. 

There  are  many  more  that  have  not  been  mentioned. 
But  there  wouldn’t  be  space  to  give  them  all  attention. 
IIB2  or  not  IIB2  is  not  a  question. 

We  all  agree — it’s  W.  H.  S.’s  best  section. 


CLASS  OF  IIB3 

WHAT  WOULD  HAPPEN  IF— 

Betty  Quinno  didn’t  have  a  smile? 

Jean  Reil  knew  what  she  was  doing? 

Ronald  Savarice  knew  what  was  going  on? 

Mary  Scire  wasn’t  a  cheerleader? 

Eddie  McLaughlin  came  to  school? 

Mary  Ann  Morrandi  wasn’t  so  neat? 

Camella  Nardone  didn’t  do  her  English? 

Shirley  Fiske  didn't  like  Danny? 

Florence  Maiocchi  wasn’t  talking  about  Ronnie? 
Robert  Brogna  wasn’t  so  smart? 

Eddie  Caniff  didn’t  have  his  Bookkeeping  done? 
Ruthie  Desmond  wasn’t  a  majorette? 

Danny  Cenerazzo  didn't  play  the  violin? 

Bobby  Adams  didn’t  sing? 

Kathy  Barch  wasn’t  so  cute? 

Richard  Becka  came  to  school? 


SECTION  IIS 

English  Assignment:  Month  of  November 

Memorize  the  meanings  of  the  following  words: 

1.  Maher — to  remain,  to  stay  after. 


2.  DeVito — to  do  homework,  to  study. 

3.  Finn — to  be  quiet,  Synonym,  Rheinberg  and 

Sweeney. 

4.  Gonsalves — of  or  pertaining  to  basketball. 

5.  Varney — Synonym,  O’Donnell. 

6.  Fuller — to  be  handy,  useful  with  the  hands. 

7.  Knaide — inclined  or  pertaining  to  Physics. 

8.  O’Donnell — to  play  football. 

9.  Rheinberg — Synonyms,  Finn  and  Sweeney. 

10.  Cohen — to  have  high  intelligence. 

11.  Butts — synonym,  McCarron. 

12.  McCarron — of  or  pertaining  to  stock  cars. 

13-  Sweeney — to  be  quiet. 

14.  Hanlon — to  run  with  great  speed. 

15.  McKinley — red,  having  a  red  tinge. 

16.  Nutile — of  or  pertaining  to  tricks  or  novelties. 

17.  Foley — ex-Hanlon. 


CLASS  PROPHECY  MCI  1977 

The  class  of  1952  of  Woburn  High  School  held 
there  twenty-fifth  reunion  on  Sunday,  November  10, 
1977,  at  the  High  School  auditorium.  While  I  was 
there  I  met  all  my  friends  of  Class  IIC1. 

First  I  talked  to  Norman  McGown,  who  has  become 
head  librarian  of  Woburn  Public  Library,  and  he  told 
me  that  James  Foley  is  an  editor  for  the  Boston  Herald, 
and  that  Jean  Lowcock  is  a  reporter  on  the  same  paper. 

When  I  sat  down  to  eat  who  was  beside  me  but 
Carole  Wiggin,  and  she  told  me  that  Marie  Seminatore, 
Dorothea  Quiltzsch,  and  herself  had  bought  a  gymna¬ 
sium,  and  had  as  their  pupil  Emily  Hilbrunner.  Across 
from  me  sat  Norma  Egge,  who  said  that  she  had  become 
a  Powers  Model,  and  that  Janet  Lundskog  was  also  one. 
Then  I  saw  Mary  Veno,  who  had  been  chosen  Miss 
America  in  I960.  I  saw  Marian  DiMartino,  whom  I 
hadn’t  seen  for  over  twenty  years.  She  is  now  happily 
married,  and  has  nine  boys.  She  always  said  that  she 
wanted  to  raise  a  baseball  team.  Also  married  are 
Janice  Johnson  and  Eleanor  Weafer. 

I  found  out  that  John  Flaherty  and  Rozanne  Hoyt, 
two  music  minded  studends  of  IICI,  are  now  members 
of  the  Boston  Symphony  Orchestra.  Jackie  is  the 
trumpetist,  and  Rozanne  the  pianist. 

We  also  have  "three  Women  in  White”  from  IICI, 
who  are  Barbara  Eckberg,  Pauline  Jordan,  and  Barbara 
Dwyer. 

Bonnie  our  class  tourist  has  just  returned  from  a 
trip  to  Europe.  She  flew  over  and  back,  and  had 
Blanche  Hanlon  as  her  air-line  hostess. 

I  had  a  wonderful  time,  and  I  am  looking  forward  to 
the  fiftieth  class  reunion. 


CLASS  NOTES  OF  IIIB1 

WHAT  WOULD  HAPPEN  IF— 
Frannie  Beagly  didn’t  blush  when  she  saw  a  boy? 
Linnie  Dolan  didn’t  have  a  new  boy  every  week? 
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Esther  Anguioni  didn’t  laugh  in  typing? 

Rosemarie  Brogna  stopped  gossiping? 

Allene  Gibson  didn’t  have  an  excuse? 

Sally  Sullivan  didn’t  have  a  1:30  slip? 

Julie  Garrity  didn’t  fix  her  hair  all  the  time? 

Marie  Cennerazzo  stopped  whispering  to  Doris? 
Betty  Dunnigan  was  noisy? 

Lorraine  DeLong  stopped  giggling? 

Phylis  Tourigny  did  her  homework? 

Doris  Borgerson  stopped  knitting? 

Grace  Paladino  didn’t  talk  about  Joe? 

Pauline  Occhinto  didn’t  have  Mike? 

Mary  Fortolano  didn’t  make  people  laugh? 

Mary  Rantano  stopped  liking  "Squirt”? 

Josephine  Rotondo  didn’t  know  her  French  answers? 
Micheal  Grecco  stopped  teasing  girls? 

Yvette  Levesque  didn’t  know  all  the  answers? 
Dorothy  Larsen  didn’t  put  her  hair  up  every  night? 
Ronald  Wiggins  didn’t  hit  people  with  rulers? 

Larry  McCue  grew? 

Carole  Narkiewich  didn’t  get  all  A’s? 


CLASS  NOTES  OF  IIIB2 

WHAT  WOULD  HAPPEN  IF— 

Ruth  Bell  broke  up? 

Nancy  Smith  didn’t  do  her  homework  one  night? 

Lois  Brady  didn’t  laugh  at  funny  things? 

Evelyn  Bell  kept  quiet  for  a  minute? 

Paul  Donohue  didn’t  tell  any  jokes? 

Mary  Santo  and  Robert  Morgan  didn’t  do  their  home¬ 
work  together? 

Charles  O’Connor  came  early  every  day? 

Jean  McLaughlin  ever  got  a  100  in  geography? 

William  O’Donnell  didn’t  fall  asleep  in  school? 

Barry  Doherty  did  his  bookkeeping  homework? 

Robert  Waldon  stopped  talking  to  Evelyn  Bell? 
Salvatore  Valente  wasn’t  stuck  up? 

Fred  Scarbo’s  hair  wasn’t  curly? 


CLASS  NOTES  OF  IIIB4 

CAN  YOU  IMAGINE— 

Eleanor  Baurchi  getting  A  in  Geography? 

Norman  Beauchamp  looking  like  a  frog? 

Patricia  Busa  taking  a  rest? 

Barbara  Gangi  saying  she  was  the  best? 

Eleanor  Hodges  coming  to  school? 

Gurt  Lyons  being  calm  and  cool? 

Arlene  Kenney  having  another  love? 

Richard  Ingersoll  playing  turtle  dove? 

Norma  Horton  coming  to  school  without  a  laugh? 
Ethel  McAllister  without  her  Vee? 

Elaine  McDonough  being  stung  by  a  bee. 

William  McGilvary  without  John? 

Henry  McKenney  saying  "Why  was  I  Born”? 


Joe  Nett  going  out  with  a  girl? 

Robert  Murphy  being  with  the  boys? 

Peg  Mullen  playing  with  toys? 

Fred  Marshall  answering  back? 

Helen  Nickos  without  her  Jack? 

John  Olson  without  that  laugh? 

Beney  Russo  owning  a  calf? 

Kay  Torrice  sitting  still? 

Treasa  Tropea  having  her  fill? 

Boris  Konon  getting  cold  feet? 

Mikie  Demonon  making  a  retreat? 

These  are  the  people  that  make  this  class, 
They  are  very  neat, 

They  come  to  school  looking  like  glass; 
And  they  can’t  be  beat. 


CLASS  NOTES 

SONGS  SUNG  BY  IIIB5 

"Do  you  ever  think  of  me?” — sung  by  Carole  Watt 
when  a  teacher  gives  someone  else  an  "A.” 

"Give  me  five  minutes  more!” — sung  by  Judy  Brigham 
when  a  teacher  starts  to  collect  the  test  papers. 

"I  was  walking  along  minding  my  business!” — sung 
by  Barbara  Smith  when  a  teacher  gives  her  a  1:30. 

"Lucky,  Lucky,  Lucky  me!” — sung  by  Marcia  Foley 
when  she  gets  an  "A.” 

"How  I  hate  to  get  up  in  the  Morning!” — sung  by 
Pauline  Finnegan  as  she  flies  into  school  at  8:20. 

"So  Tired!” — sung  by  Alice  Swanson,  the  first  period 
on  Monday  morning. 

"I’ll  get  by!” — sung  by  Maryanne  Eaton  as  she  remem¬ 
bers  the  homework  she  didn’t  do. 


IIIC1 

THE  PERFECT  GIRL 

Brains  like  Elaine  Cagnina 
Hair  like  Sheilah  Feinberg 
Clothes  like  Audrey  Hallberg 
Eyes  like  Peggy  Drummond 
Teeth  like  Rita  Allen 
Quietness  like  Charlotte  Knowland 
Smile  like  Anne  Marie  Gianacopolis 
Hands  like  Nancy  Johnson 
Figure  like  Estelle  Frisone 
Lips  like  Barbara  Chapman 
Dimples  like  Helen  Danehy 

THE  PERFECT  BOY 

Hair  like  Tommy  Devlin 
Brains  like  Frank  Caruso 
Smile  like  James  Baudanga 
Personality  like  Georgie  Cain 
Nose  like  Bobby  Donahue 
Eyes  like  William  Fucarile 
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CLASS  NOTES  OF  IIIC3S 

Valerie  Zink — smartest  girl 
James  McGowan — tallest  boy 
John  Tedesco — cutest  boy 
William  Hamilton — best  dressed  boy 
Constance  Frizzolo — quietest  girl 
Willard  Fountain — curley  locks 
Donald  Manning — smartest  boy 
Janet  Slate — tallest  girl 
Nicholas  Barbas — Mr.  T.  D. 

Ronald  Wheaton — Blondie 
Richard  Upton — funniest 
Leo  Trearchis — noisiest 
Martha  McGowan — best  dressed  girl 
Richard  Johnson — quietest  boy 


CLASS  NOTES  OF  IIIC1 

While  gazing  into  my  crystal  ball  in  1955,  I  noticed 
some  familiar  faces. 

Peggy  Drumond  still  causing  Ann  Marie  Gianaco- 
polis  to  giggle. 

Audrey  Hallberg  is  keeping  the  seats  warm  in  Room 
6,  and  Sheila  Feinberg  is  giving  reports  about  "Foodini, 
the  Great!” 

William  Fucarile  is  pumping  his  accordian,  and 


James  Budanza  is  flying  a  space  ship  to  Mars. 

Rita  Allen  is  tutoring  in  French,  and  Nancy  Johnson 
is  writing  to  a  certain  Marine. 

Barbara  Chapman  is  with  a  disk-jockey  show  of  her 
own,  and  Charlotte  Knowland  has  taken  over  the  posi¬ 
tion  as  Girls’  Gym  teacher  at  Woburn  High  School. 


SHOW  YOUR  APPRECIATION 

Now  that  you  have  read  and,  I  am  sure,  enjoyed  this 
issue  of  the  "Reflector,”  I  would  like  to  request  a  small 
favor  of  you.  Look  now  to  the  back  of  your  "Reflector,” 
and  read  over  the  advertisements  of  those  merchants 
and  companies  who  have  been  so  kind  and  generous  as 
to  place  an  ad  in  our  magazine.  Few  students  realize 
that  the  fifty-cent  subscription  price  of  each  issue  of  the 
"Reflector”  accounts  for  less  than  half  of  the  cost  of  the 
magazine.  It  is  only  through  the  generous  cooperation 
of  these  people  that  we  are  able  to  have  a  "Reflector.” 
Read  these  ads,  and,  whenever  the  occasion  presents 
itself,  be  willing  to  patronize  the  people  who  have  made 
this  "Reflector”  possible.  They  have  graciously  com¬ 
plied  with  our  needs.  Let  us  be  equally  cooperative. 

Peter  J.  Coccoluto,  Jr. 

Business  Manager. 


BOSTON  GLOBE’S  HIGH  SCHOOL  EDITORS’  PARTY 

High  school  editors  enjoy  their  Coke  and  cake  after  hearing  Margaret  Webster  tell  them  of  life  behind  the  theater  curtain. 
Attending  the  Boston  Globe’s  informal  party  for  high  school  editors,  are  reading  from  left  to  right: 

George  Hartman  and  Robert  Giuliana  of  Boston  Technical  High  School;  Bonnie  Beukelman,  Janet  Lundskog,  Rozanna  Hoyt  and 
Donna  Flood,  all  of  Woburn  High;  Allan  MacDonald  and  John  Brazil,  both  of  Boston  Technical. 
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j  Woburn  Daily  Times 

i  Inc. 

i 
I 

j  A  Newsboy  on  Every  Street 

|  A  Daily  Times  in  Every  Home 

i 

I  PRINTING 

i 
I 

|  Direct  Supervision 

j  58  Years’  Experience 

i 
i 
i 
i 

i  _ 

i 
j 

|  SOMETHING  NEW 

i 
i 

|  We  Dye  Shoes  Any  Color  Or 

I  Refinish  Them 

i 

j 

j  Shoes  Repaired  and  Hats  Cleaned 

i 
i 
i 
I 

i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i 


Purtle's  Pharmacy  | 

673  Main  Street 
Central  Square 
WOBURN 

Tel.  WOburn  2-1850 


Gavin's  Market  Inc. 

GROCERIES  AND 


Woburn 
Shoe  Hospital 

9  Walnut  Street 


PROVISIONS 


434  Main  Street 
WOBURN 

WOburn  2-0427 


»(>«■»( 


Compliments  of 


UNITED  MOTORS  SERVICE 


Division  of  General  Motors  Corporation 


20  Cross  Street 
Woburn 


Compliments  of 


The  Student  Council 


Woburn  High  School 


1951 


i 

i 

1  Palage  Brothers 

i 

| 

Compliments  of  j 

i 

i 

X 

Tel.  WOburn  2-2238 

! 

Murray  Leather  j 

STEEL  FABRICATING 

Company  [ 

i 

39  Winn  Street  and  24  Park  Street 

\ 

\ 

Guy  Palage  Woburn,  Mass. 

i 

X 

i 

WOBURN 

i 

f 

f 

i  • 

j  Compliments  of 

f 

f 

i 

» 

! 

1 

Veno's  | 

|  Refrigerator  Truck 
|  Body,  Inc. 

j  • 

Service  Station  ) 

i 

i 

i 

1 

LUBRICATING  GREASING  | 

i 

i 

! 

! 

i 

LUBRICATING 


GREASING 


Woburn  Wholesale 
Produce  Company 

High  Street 
WOBURN 


Bob's  Sunoco 
I  Service  Station 

545  Main  Street 

Motor  Tune  Up  Brake  Adjustment 
WOburn  2-2528 


Compliments  of 

The  Evergreens 

EAST  WOBURN 


Compliments  of 

A  Friend 


Cummings  &  Chute  j 

Inc.  | 

FUEL  OIL  OIL  BURNERS 

Day  and  Night  Service  | 

ATCO  LUMBER  ! 

COMPANY  j 

LUMBER  j 

Building  Supplies  I 

1 2  Green  Street 
WOburn  2-0892 


Schroeder  Products 
Co.,  Inc. 

325  Montvale  Avenue 

Manufacturers  of 
Coffee  Concentrate 


WOBURN 


Jaquith  &  Co. 


HAY  and  GRAIN 


FLOUR— SUGAR— SALT 


LIME  and  CEMENT 


305  Main  Street 
WOburn  2-0018 


“Sure  Insurance  Protects” 


Harold  W.  Burnes 


Real  Estate  and  Insurance 


7  Winn  Street 
WOburn  2-0256 


YOUR  LOCAL  BANKER  FOR 
MORE  THAN  NINETY-SEVEN  YEARS 


WOBURN 

NATIONAL  BANK 

WOBURN,  MASS. 


»( )^»(  )^»l 


i 


Member  of  Federal  Deposit  Insurance  Corporation 


Compliments  of 


John  L.  Fowle  Co. 


Woburn,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 


Lucia's  Market 


5  I  0  Main  Street 
Woburn,  Mass. 


WOBURN  COOPERATIVE  BANK 


i 

Prompting  Thrift  and  Home  Ownership  for  63  Years  j 


! 


Prompt  Service  on  Home  and  G.  I.  Loans 


Herman  P.  Peterson 
President 


Terrence  D.  Kenny 
T  reasurer 


i 


Phone  WOburn  2-2825 

Woburn  Cleansers 
and  Dyers 

Repairing — Cleaning — Dyeing 
Furriers — Bonded  Fur  Storage 
The  Fastest  Service 

4-6  Montvale  Ave. 
Woburn,  Mass. 
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Compliments  of 


n's 

Drug  Store 


East  Woburn 


Compliments  of 

NORTH  WOBURN 
PHARMACY 

Formerly  Casey’s  Pharmacy 
901  Main  Street,  North  Woburn 


T.  K.  LYNCH,  INC.  I 


GROCERIES  AND 
PROVISIONS 


287  Montvale  Avenue 


Woburn 


WOburn  2-1404 


CENTRAL 

HARDWARE  CO.,  INC. 

437  Main  Street  Tel.  WOburn  2-0032 

Woburn,  Mass. 

Modern  Products 
Paints  and  Varnishes 
Seeds  and  Fertilizers 
Garden  Tools 

Quality  Right — Prices  Right — Service  Right 


E.  G.  BARKER 
LUMBER  CO. 

Incorporated 
Woburn,  Mass. 


i 
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A 


1 

♦ 

j 

i  BOND'S 

i 

! 

i 

f 

i 

j  Smart  Campus  Shoes 

i 

John  J.  Riley  | 

|  Featuring 

Co.  i 

i 

American  Girl  Shoes 

i 

i 

Red  Cross 

| 

i 

Genuine  Hand-Sewn  Moccasins 

9 

I 

Complete  Size  Range 

j 

( ( nr  y y  I 

1  anners 

AAA  to  C  Sizes  4  to  10 

i 

i 

i 

|  at 

t 

|  446  Main  Street 

1 

\ 

j 

WOBURN 

1 

i 

* 

1 

i 

i 

i 

I 

i 

i 

-  X 

i 

GUY’S  SMOKE  &  j 

X 

! 

i 

NOVELTY  SHOP  ! 

1 

I 

i 

498  Main  Street 

i  S.  B.  Goddard 

! 

Novelties  and  School  Supplies 

j  &  Sort  Go. 

Fountain  Service  Light  Lunches  I 

i 

1 

! 

Candy  Magazines  j 

i 

1  5  Pleasant  Street 

j 

1 

2 

Tel  WOburn  2-1220  j 

WOBURN,  MASS. 

i 

1 

i 

" Buy  Your  Fish  in  a  Fish  Market” 

|  “Insurance  of  All  Kinds” 

CITY  FISH  MARKET  j 

i 

i 

“Quality  Sea  Food”  j 

i 

C  .E.  McPARTLIN,  Prop. 

i 

j _ _ 

33  7  Main  Street,  Woburn,  Mass. 
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i 

i 
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i 

I 

i 

\ 

i 

i 

5 

\ 

\ 

\ 

i 

\ 

\ 

i 
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MOORE  U  PARKER 

W holesalevs  and 
Stationers 

375  Main  Street 

Tel.  WOburn  2-0356-M 

A  AND  C  SPORTING 
GOODS 

7  Walnut  Street 
WOBURN 

Team  Outfitters  Retail  Sales 

Compliments  of 

ZIMBEL’S 
DEPT.  STORE 

329  Main  Street,  Woburn,  Mass. 


Edward  P.  Gilgun 

REAL  ESTATE 
and 

INSURANCE 

379  Main  Street,  Woburn,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

Webster  Street 
Grocery 

North  Woburn 


Ward's  Cut  Rate 

Complete  Line  of 


|  Tel.  WOburn  1072-W 

i 

i  - 

i 

(  Compliments  of 

L.  J.  MURPHY 

|  Your  Druggist 

I 

|  379  Main  Street,  Woburn,  Mass. 

|  Phone  WOburn  2-1492 

i 


GREETING  CARDS 
COSMETICS 
PATENT  MEDICINES 
BABY  NEEDS 
HOUSEHOLD  SUPPLIES 
and 

TOBACCO 

455  Main  Street,  Woburn,  Mass. 
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| 
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i 
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i 
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i 
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Compliments  of 


B.  F.  Waldron 

Co.,  Inc. 


7  Salem  Street 


ARROW  SYSTEM 


Lawrence,  Mass. 


!  Hennessey  &  Duran 

j 

I  310  Main  Street,  Woburn,  Mass. 

j 

!  Tel.  WOburn  2-051  1 


Compliments  of 


HIGHAM,  NELSON.  WHITR1DGE  &  REID,  INC. 


‘INSURANCE" 


50  Congress  Street 
BOSTON  9,  MASS. 


HAMMOND  SQUARE 
GROCERY 

Somerville  and  Hall 
GROCERIES  and  MEATS 

547  Main  Street 
Tel.  WOburn  2-0030 


WOBURN  AUTO  U 
SUPPLY  CO. 

489  Main  Street.  Woburn,  Mass. 
Tel.  WOburn  2-1270 

WOBURN 

“MORE  THAN  JUST  AN 
AUTO  STORE” 
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Compliments  of 


Cannon  &  Neelon 


JOE  O’BRIEN,  MGR. 


Compliments  of 

Woburn  Hardware  H 
Plumbing  Supply  Co. 

Heating,  Paints  and 
Electrical  Supplies 

502-508  Main  Street 


Barney  Callahan's 


Snack  Bar 


Grille 


369  Main  Street 


Delicious  Ice  Cream 


John  T.  Erwin 


Groceries 


675  Main  Street 


CENTRAL  SQUARE 


Tel.  WOburn  2-0450 


i 

i 

Plenty  of  Parking  Space  j 


\ 


Walter  H.  Wilcox,  Inc. 


INSURANCE 


Offices: 

Woburn,  Stoneham,  Boston,  Mass. 

We  want  your 
FRIENDSHIP 

We  would  like  to  have  your 
INSURANCE 


PERSISTENCE 

Nothing  in  the  world  can  take  the  place  of 
persistence, 

Talent  will  not — nothing  is  more  common  than 
unsuccessful  men  with  talent. 

Genius  will  not — unrewarded  genius  is  almost  a 
proverb. 

Education  will  not — the  world  is  full  of  educated 
derelicts. 

Persistence  and  determination  alone  are  omnipo¬ 
tent. 

— Calvin  Coolidge. 


| 

Compliments  of  jj 

| 

Goodwin's  j 

Service  Sfrotson  i 

i 

I 

546  Main  Street  j 

Woburn  j 

I 

-  i 

i 

\ 

BUEL  MACHINE  CO.  j 

i 

1  1  Federal  Street  i 


WOBURN.  MASS.  j 

i 

i 

- \ 


JIMMY  THE  TAILOR 

JAMES  PRINCIPATO.  Proprietor 

Ladies’  and  Gents’  Custom  Made 
Clothes  and  Alterations 

Tel.  WOburn  2-0825 

Second  Floor 

427  Main  Street  (Opposite  Strand  Theatre) 
WOBURN 


Central  Square  Fruit  i 

^  i 

i 

Ice  Cream  and  Groceries  | 

i 

671  Main  Street  j 

Woburn 


ijmsmSL 

'VP 


MEN'S 

and 

LADIES’ 

formal 

CLOTHES 
to  RENT 


1  1  1  SUMMER  ST..  BOSTON 


* 

I 


Allan's 

Bargain 

Center 


O'Brien's  Pharmacy 

W  .H.  O’BRIEN.  Reg.  Pharm. 


314  Main  Street 
WOBURN 


Cor.  Main  and  Campbell  Streets 
WOBURN,  MASS. 

Tel.  WOburn  2-0350 


Commercial  and  Savings  Department 
Safe  Deposit  Boxes 
Loans 

Tanners  National  Bank  in  Woburn 


Member  of  Federal  Deposit  Insurance  Corporation 


j 

j  Compliments  of  j 

|  HENRY  BILLAUER  j 

i  i 

1  JEWELER  t 

1  i 

j  327  MAIN  STREET  j 

j  Established  1921  j 

1  i 

i 

i 

I 

Compliments  of 

« 

i 

! 

i 

Tabbut's  Dairy,  { 

!  THE 

Inc.  ! 

j  RYAN 

i 

DAIRY  MILK  | 

i  COMPANY 

From  Out  Own  j 

i 

i 

Accredited  Herd 

Electrical  Appliances 

l 

j 

I 

\ 

PRODUCED  IN  | 

j  Television 

i 

WOBURN  | 

i 

{  516  Main  Street  Woburn 

i 

Call  WOburn  2-0528  j 

i 

i 

i 

i 

T.  E.  Walsh,  Jr.,  Prop .  j 

i 

_ [ 

Woburn  Five  Cents  Savings  Bank 

19  PLEASANT  STREET 

THE  BANK  WAS  INCORPORATED  IN  1854 

PROMPT  SERVICE  ON  MORTGAGE  LOANS 


Assets  Over  $13,000,000 


BEAUTIFUL  DRY  CLEANSING 

By 

Fitzgerald  Cleansers 

Compliments  of 

Inc. 

Hatfield's 

First  Because  It's  The  Finest 

Sea  Food 

959  Main  Street 

Winchester 

Winchester  6-2550 

VISIT 

The  Pinewood  Gift 
Shop 

WOBURN 

470  Main  St.,  Opp.  Strand  Theatre 

Gifts  for  All  Occasions 
Showers,  Weddings,  Birthdays,  Etc. 

English  Bone  China  Copper 

Italian  Imports 
Hammered  Aluminum 
Glassware  Jewelry 

and  many  other  items  too  numerous 
to  mention 

Hallmark  Cards 


Compliments  of 

T.  J.  Martin  Coal  Co. 
Inc. 


COAL  COKE 
FUEL  OILS 


Woburn,  Mass. 


McGAH,  FLORIST 


Flowers  For  All  Occasions 


275  Main  Street 


WOburn  2-0093 


excellence. . . 


in  design 
craftsmans  hip 
and  quality 


RINGS 

PINS 

MEDALS 

CHARMS 

CUPS 

PLAQUES 

TROPHIES 


JEWELERS  FOR  YOUR  CLASS  RINGS 


MANUE AC  TURING 


I  E  W  E  l  E  t  S 


I  D I E  C  E  $  Gua  C  L I  S  T 

NEW  YORK  -  73  TREMONT  ST..  BOSTON  8.  MASS.  *  PROVIDENCE 


L.  A.  Donovan  Co. 
Inc. 

Plating  on  Electronics 

32  Webster  Street 
North  Woburn 


f 

i 

i  D.  QUINN 

I 


The 

BOSTON  PHOTO  SYSTEM 

has  served  the  Woburn  Schools  for 

36  YEARS 


We  thank  the  Principals,  Teachers  and  Pupils 
for  their  kind  cooperation  and 
continued  patronage. 


LESTER  L.  WHITE 


1 
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Tel.  WOburn  2-1884 

Fein's  Dress  Shop 

Francis  Ray,  Prop. 

A  Dress  For  Your  Personality 

101  Montvale  Avenue 
WOBURN,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

Mercury  System 


Compliments  of 


ManleyCleaners 


Compliments  of 


Ted's 

Surplus  Store 


231  Main  Street 
WOBURN,  MASS. 
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|  HOLLAND  BROS.  BUS  LINES,  Inc. 

|  14-18  PARK  STREET  WOBURN.  MASS. 

I  Charter  and  Special  Party  Busses 

!  WOburn  2-0043 


! 

i 

1  Kenney  &  Hartnett 

i 

i 

Compliments  of  j 

j 

j 

I  GROCERIES  and  PROVISIONS  | 

| 

Atlantic  Gelatin  | 

i 

i 

FISH— FROSTED  FOODS 

1 

( 

Division  1 

X 

|  901 -A  Main  Street  Tel.  WOburn  2-0860 

GENERAL  FOODS  | 

Corporation 

j  NORTH  WOBURN 

i 

i 

EVERYTHING  IN  FOOD 

! 

WOBURN.  MASS. 

j 

1 

i 

F.  M.  CASE 
PHARMACY,  INC. 

“The  Prescription  Store’’ 

158  Main  Street 
WOBURN,  MASS. 

Phone  WO  2-0206 


Compliments  of 

THE 

IDEAL 

FRUIT 

MARKET 


Doherty  Brothers7 
Market 


Meats  and  Provisions 
Choice  Liquors 

1  6 1  Main  Street 
Woburn 


(>•«: 


•o* 


i 
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Compliments  of 


Reece  Folding 
Machine  Co. 


55  Salem  Street 
Woburn,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 


Eames  &  Carter 


Coal,  Oil  and  Coke 


Woburn 


f 

i 

i 

Nutritionists  agree  that  ice  cream  is  a  health  food  j 

as  well  as  the  nation's  favorite  dessert  j 

i 

I 

BE  SURE  j 

i 

IT'S  HOOD'S  i 

i 

i 

ICE  CREAM  | 

j 

For  Quality  j 

! 
i 
\ 
i 
i 
i 
i 
I 

i 
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i 

i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
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i 

i 

I 
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Compliments  of 

A  FRIEND 


i: 

■  ■ 


NEW  ENGLAND 


The 

Telephone  & 

Company 


. . 

RAPH 
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Here’s  your  chance  to  step  right 
into  an  interesting  position  —  with  a 
future!  One  where  you’ll  enjoy  friendly 
companionship,  pleasant  surroundings  and 
good  opportunities  for  advancement!  Good  pay 
to  begin  with  and  increases  in  a  few  months  .  .  . 
vacations  with  pay! 

That’s  what  the  Telephone  Company  offers  girls 
finishing  High  School. 

Why  not  come  in  today  and  talk  it  over  with  us? 
Get  a  head  start  on  the  future  now! 


Employment  Office:  245  State  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 
Telephone  SH  erwin  3-9800 


Mahoney's 

Neighborhood 

Store 


Candy,  Cigarettes,  Tonic 
and  Groceries 


Campbell  Street 

Tel.  WOburn  2-2424 

>  1 


— 


Bill's  Boys'  Clothing 


For  the  finest  in  boys’  clothing — and 
men’s  workclothes 


Next  to  Silverman’s  Men's  Shop 


Marram's 

Men's  and  Boys'  Shop 
Tuxedos  for  Rent 


365  Main  Street 
Woburn 


And  see  the  new 


ELGINS 


with  the  guaranteed 

DurciPower  Mainspring 


Only  Elgin  offers  these  extra  val¬ 
ues!  Brilliant  styling!  Famed 
accuracy!  And  the  DuraPower 
Mainspring  that’s  guaranteed 
never  to  break!  Choose  now  from 
the  latest  Elgin  models  . . .  styled 
for  every  taste,  priced  for  every 
purse,  from  as  little  as  $29.75. 


9Mi 


Elgin  DeLnxe.  17 

jewels.  Ultra  modern 
cate  with  expansion 
bracelet .  $59  M 


17 ‘jewel  Elgin  De- 
Luxe.  Pop  ular  square 
cate.  Special  spherical 
crystal.  $55.00 
VtUm  teciude  Fed.  Tu 


ELGIN  S  guarantee*  If  a  DoroPower  Mainspring  should  ever 
break  in  service  it  wiii  be  repfaced  without  charge  to  the  owner  of  the 
Watch,  by  any  Elgin  iewefer  or  by  the  Elgin  National  Watch  Company. 


ART  JEWELERS 

Convenient  Weekly  Payments 

440  Main  Street  Woburn 


W 
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